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PREFACE. 



Tb£ furst Volume of these Poems has idready 
been submitted to general .penisal; . It w^ 
published, as an experiment, which, I hoped, 
mught be of some use to ascertain, how far, 
by fitting to metrical arrangement a selection of 
the real language of men in a state of vivid sei»- 
sation, that sort of pleasure and tliat quantity of 
pleasure may be imparted, which a Poet may 
rationally endeavour to impart. 

I had formed no very inaccurate estimate of the 
probable effect of those Poems : I flattered myself 



tbat tbcf who aboold be pleased witli them would 
xead them with more .- than common pleasure : 
and^ on the other hand, I was well aware^ that by 
those who should dislike them they^ would be read 
with nuxre than common dislike. The result has 
£jQfered from n^ expectation in this only^ that I 
li^e pleflied a greater amaber, than I veittored to 
hqpe I should please* 

For the sake o£ variety, and from a eoosciousness 
of my Qfwn weakness, I was induced to request 
the assistance of a IViend, who furnished me 
with the Poems of the ANCiEirr MABiNEa, the 
Fq8tbr-Moth£R*sTals» the Nightingale, and 
the Poem entided Loyk. I should not, however, 
have requested this assistance, had I not believed 
that the Poems of my Friend would in a great 
measure have the same tendency as niy own, 'and 
that, though there would be found a difference. 



Hhae would be fband no discordance in t£e corour» 
of our style *, as our opinions on the subject o£ 
poetiy do almost enticdy eoinckle. 

Several of m^ Friends ace anuous for ihc success 
of these Poems horn, a belief^ that^ if the views 
with which they were composed were indeed 
realized, a class of Poetry . would be produced^ 
well adapted to interest mankind permanently^^ 
and not unimportant in the mxdtiplicity, and in the 
quality of its moral relations : and on this account 
they have advised me to prefix a systematic defence 
pf the theory, upon which the poems were written; 
But I was unwilling to undertake the task> because 
I knew that on this occasion the Reader would 
look coldly upon my arguments, since I might 
be suspected of having been principally influenced 
by the selfish and foolish hope of reasoning him 
into an approbation of these particular Poem^ : 
and I was still more unwilling to undertake the 



task, because, adeqoately to display mj opinions, 
and fully to enforce my arguments, would require 
a space wholly disproportionate to the nature of a 
preface. For to treat the subject with the clear- 
ness and coherence, of which I belieye it suscepti- 
ble, it would be necessary to give a fiiil account 
of the present state of the public taste in this 
country, and to determine bow far this taste is 
liealthy or deprared ^ which, again, could not be 
determined, without pointing out, in what man- 
ner language and the human mind act and re-act 
on each other, and without retracing the revdu- 
tions, not of literatuzie alone, but likewise of society 
itself. I have therefore altogether declined to 
enter regulady upon this defence } yet I am sen- 
sible, that there would be some impropriety in 
abruptly obtruding upon the Public^, without a 
iew words of introduction. Poems so materially 
difi^ent from those, upon which general appro- 
ba^n is at pveseiit bestowed. 



PBEFACS. r. 

It is supposed, that by the act of writing m verse 
an. Author make& a fonnal engagement that he 
will gratify certain known habits of assodatioa i 
tliat he not only thus apprizes the Reader that 
certain classes of ideas and expressions will be* 
£bund in his book^ but that others will be care* 
iiilly excluded. This exponent or syndx>l held 
forth by metrical language aKist in difierent aeraa 
of literature have excited very difevent expecta^ 
tions : for example^ in the age of Catullus, Teiencey 
andLncretnis and that of Statins or Claudianf 
^d in our own country, in the age of Shakespeare 
and Beaumont and Fletcher, and that of Donne 
and Cowley, or Dryden, or Pope. I will not 
take upon me to determine the exact import of 
the promise which by the act of writing in verse 
an Author, in the present day, makes to his Reader f 
but I am certain, it will appear to many persons 
that I have not fulfilled the ten^s of aa engage-^^ 
.ment thus voluntarily contracted. They who have 



been accustomed to the' gaudihess and inane 
phraseology of many modern writers, if they 
persist in reading this book to its conclusion, will, 
no doubt, frequently ha:re to struggle with feelings 
of strangeness and aukwardness : they will look 
round for poetry, and will be induced to inquire 
by what species of courtesy these attempts can be 
permitted to assume that title. I hope therefore 
the Reader will not censure me, if I attempt to 
state what I have proposed to myself to perform $ 
and also, (as far as the limits of a preface will 
penmt) to explain some of the chief reasons which 
have determined me in the choice of my purpose : 
that at least he may be spared any unpleasant 
feellQg of disappointment, and that I myself may 
be protected from the most dishonorable accusa- 
tion which can be brought against an Author, 
namely, that of an indolence which pevents him 
from endeavouripg to ascertain what Is his du^. 



v^ 



ix, when bis dbtj is MocrtUBBi, preveMts 
from pcxCbmuo^ it; 



Tfie prindpal ol^ect, liieii, which I prppoBed to 
nqrwilf in these Poems was to chuse inddeBts aii4 
«itiiati«ii8 from, commcm life, and to xdnte or 
describe them, thzooghoat, as fir as was possiblej 
in a selection of language really used hjr men | 
and, at the same time, X» throw over them a cer^* 
t^ colouri^ of imagination, whereby ordinaij 
things should be presented to the mind in an 
tmusual way \ and, furdier, and above all, to 
aiake these incidents and situations interesting 
hy tradng in them, truly thou^ not ostdnta^ 
tiously, the primary lawsof our nature: duefy, 
as far as regards the manner in which we assodato 
ideas in a state of exdtement Low and rustie 
life was generally chosen, because in that ct>ndi«k 
don, the essential pasflions of the heart find « 
tetter soil in which th^ can attain their maturity^ 



1^. nXPAQEi 



V€ less under restraint, and speak a plainer and 
more emphatic language 5 because in that con- 
dition of life our elementary feelings ciMaust in a 
state of greater siipplidty, and, constifaentlj; 
may be more accurately contemplated, and more 
forcibly conunimicated ) because the masneBi of 
rural life germinate from those elementary feel- 
ings 3 and, from the necessaiy character of rural 
occupations, are more easily comprehended ; and 
are more durable > and lastly, because in that 
condition the passions of men are incorporated 
with the beautiful and permanent forms of nature. 
The language, too, of these men is adopted 
(purified indeed from what appear to be its real 
defects, from all lasting and rational causes of 
dislike or disgust) because such men hourly com- 
muniqate with the best objects from which the 
best part of language is originally derived 3 and 
because, from their rank in society and the same--. 
Tjcss and narrow circle of their intercourse, bein^ 



FBBPACB. .IXp 

less under the infiiience of iochl rtaity they 
cOBvey their feetings and nodons in simple and 
nndaborated expressions. Accordingly^ such a 
language^ arising out of repeated experience and 
regular feelings, is a more permanent, and a far 
more philosophical kngaage, than that which is 
frequently substituted for it by Poets, who think 
that they are conferring honour upon themselvea 
and their art, in proportion as they sepazate them* 
selves from the 63rmpathies of men, and indulge 
in arbitraiy and capricious habits of expression, in 
order to furnish food for fickle tastes, and fickle 
appetites, of their own creation.* 

1 cannot, however, be insensible of the present 



* h is worth while here to observe that the ft£&ctin{; parts 
«f Gluucer arc almost always expressed in language pure 
Ipd ualveisally mt^Ugible e?en to this ^y.. 



X, PREFACBi 

outcry against the triviality and meanness both of 
thought and language, which some of my con- 
temporaries have occasionally intix)duced into their 
metrical compositbns ^ and I ackoowledgje, that 
this defect, where it exists, is more dishonorable 
to the Writer-^ own character than false refine** 
;ment or arbitrary innovation, though I should con-f 
lend at the same time that it is far less pernicious 
in the sum of its consequences. From such verses 
the Poems in these volumes will be found distin- 
guished at least by one mark of difference, that 
■each of them has a worthy purfox. Not that I 
mean to say, diat I always began to write with a 
distinct purpose formally conceived 5 but I believe 
that my habits of meditation have so formed my 
feelings, as that my descriptions of such objects as 
«drongly excite those feelings, will be found to 
carry along with them a fwrfose. If in this opi* 
mon I am niistaken, I can have little right to the 
name of a Poet, For all good poetry is the 



spontaneous overflow of powerfiil feelings : but 
though this be true^ Poems to which any value 
can be attached^ were never produced on any 
variety of subjects but by a man^ who being pos* 
messed of more than usual organic sensibility^ had 
.also thou^ long and deeply. For our continued 
influxes of feeling are modified and directed, by 
our thoughts, which axe indeed the rep'eseatativet 
of ail our past feelings $ and> as by contemplating 
the relation of these general representatives to 
each other we discover what is leaUy important 
to men, so, by the repetition and continuance of 
diis act, our feelings will be connected with im<»- 
portant subjects, till at length, if we be ori- 
^nally possessed of much sensibility, such habits 
of mind will be produced, that, by obeying 
blindly and mechanically the impulses of those 
habits, we shdl describe objects, and utter senti* 
soents, of such a nature and in such connection 
with each other^ that the understanding of thet. 



XJl. PJIBBACB. 

being to whom Mre. address ourselvesj if be be in 
a healthful 8t0te of associatieo^ must aecessanly 
be in some degree enlighteneil^ and bis afiections 
ameliorated^ 

I have said that each of these poems has a 
purpose. I have also informed my Reader what 
this purpose will be found principally to be : 
namely to illustrate the manner in which our 
feelings and ideas are associated in a state of 
excitement. • But, speaking in language somewhat 
more appropriate^ it is to follow the fluxes and 
refluxes of the mind when agitated by the great 
and simple aflections of our nature. This object 
I have endeavoured in these short essays to attain 
by various means ; by tracing the maternal pas- 
sion through many of its more subtle windings^ 
as in the poems of the Idiot Boy and the 
Mab Mother j by accompanying the last strug* 
gks of a human being, at the approach of deatl^ 



^SBPAcflf. xiii. 

xlesMring in fiolitade to life vnd society^ as in the 
Poem of the Forsakbn Indian ; by shewing^ 
as in the Stanzas entitled Wb arb Seybn^ the 
perplexity and obscority 'which in diildhood 
attend oiht notion of death, or radier our 'utter 
inabiiity to admit that noticna ; or by displaying 
the strength of fraternal, or to bpeak more phi- 
losophic^y, of moral attachment when early 
associated with the great and beatitiftd objects of 
nature, as in Thb Bbothers ; or, as in the 
Incident of Simon Lee, by placing my Reader 
in the way of receiving from ordinary moral* sen- 
sations anotlier and more salutary impression than 
we are accustomed to receive from them. It has 
also been part of my general purpose to attempt 
to sketch characters under the influence of less 
impassioned feelings, as in the Two Aprii* 
Mornings, Thb Fountain, The Old Man 
TBAVBLLiNG, Thb TWO TfiiEVEs, Scc, characters 
«f which the elements are simple, belongii^ 



rather to nature than to manners, such as exiist 
now, and will probabfy always exist, and whick 
filial their constitution may be dbtinctly and pro* 
fitably contemplated. I will not ^use the in- 
dulgence of my Reader by dwelling longer upon* 
this subject ', but it is proper that I should men- 
tion one other curcumstance which distinguishes 
these Poems from the popular Poetry of the day ; 
it is this, that the feeling therein developed gives 
importance to the action and situation, and not 
the action and situation to the feeling. My mean* 
ing will be rendered perfectly intelligible by refer- 
ing my Reader to the Poems entitled Poor Susaki 
and the Chilbless Father, particularly to the 
last Stanza of the latter Poem. 

J will not suffer a sense of £ilse modesty to preveat 
me from asserting, that I point my Reader's atten- 
tion to this mark of distinction^ far less for the- 



VBKVACB. XV. 

sake of these particiilar Ptems than from the 
'geaenl importance of the subject. The satject 
is indeed importMit ? For the human mind is 
capable of bdng excited without the application 
of gross and violent stimulants ; and he must have 
a veiy faint perception of its beautjr and dignity 
who does not know diis^ and who does not fur«* 
tber know^ that one bdng is elevated above 
another, in proportion as he possesses this capa- 
bility. It has therefore appeared to me, that to 
endeavour to produce or enlarge this capability is 
one of the best services in which, at any period, 
a Writer can be engaged ; but tliis service, excel- 
lent at all times, is especially so at the present day. 
For a multitude of causes, unknown to former 
times, are now acting with a combined force to 
blunt the discriminating powers of the mind, and 
unfitting it for all voluntary exertion to reduce it 
to a state of almost savage torpor. The most 



Xri. PBEFACIk 

effective of diese causes are the gieat oatioiuil 

events whkh are daily taking f^aoe^ and the en« 

creasing acconmhition €i men in cities^ where the 

uniformity of their occupitions produces a craving 

for extraordinary incident, which the rapid com- 

fmimcation of intelligence hourly gratifies. To 

^ -this tendency <^ life and manners the literature 

«. 

and theatrical exhibitions of the country have 

conformed themselves. The invaluable works of 
our dder writers, I had almost said the works of 
Shakespear and Milton, are driven into neglect 
by frantic novels, sickfy* and stupid German Tra- 
gedies, and deluges of idle and extravagant stories 
in verse.— When I think upon this degrading 
thirst after outi^geeus stimulation^ I am almost 
ashamed to have spoken of the feet^ effort with 
which I have endeavoured to cpunteract it 3 and« 
reflecting upon the magnitude of the general 
evil, I should be oppressed with no dishonorable 



^^ 



lUkttACMl .xvii- 

mdmdi6fy,'had I not a deep impresttion of certaiii> 
mhereDt and indestroctible qualities of the human 
mind^ and likewise of certain powers in the great 
atid permanent objects that act upon it which axe 
equally inherent and indestructilde ; and did I 
trot farther add to this impression a belief^ that the 
time iA approachmg when the evil will be syste- 
i^iatkally opposed^ by men of |rreater powers> and 
with far more dbtinguished success. 

Having dwelt thus long on the subjects and aim 
of these Poems, I shall request the Reader*s per- 
mission to apprize him <^ a few circumstances 
relating to their siylg, in order, among other rea-^ 
tons, that I may not be censured for not having 
performed what I never attempted. The Reader 
wiU find that personifications of abstract ideas 
rarely occur in these volumes 5 and^ I hope^ are 
•utterly rejected as an ordinary device to elevate 



aivffl, P1BFACJ8.' 

the Btyk, and raise it aboye prote. I have pro« 
posed to myself to imitate, and, av far as is pos-"" 
wble, to adopt the very language of men ; and 
assuredly such personifications do not make any 
natural or regular part of that language. They 
are, indeed, a figure of speech occasionally 
prompted by passion, and I have made use of 
lliem as such; but I have endeavoured utterly 
to rgect them as a mechanical device of style^ 
or as a &mily language which Writers in metre 
seem to lay claim to by - prescription. I havei 
wished to keep my Reader in the company of 
flesh and blood, persuaded that by so doing I 
shall interest him* I am, however, well aware 
tiiat others .who pursue a difierent track may 
inteiest him likewise; I do not interfere with 
thdr claim^ I only wish to prefer a different 
d^imof my own. There will also be found in 
these volumes little of what is usually called 
poetic diction 5 I have .taken as much pains to 



• 

wnM it as others orcGnarily take to producer it ; 
^is I have done for the reason already alleged^ 
to bring mj langu^e nesff to the language of men^ 
and further^ because the pleasure which I have 
proposed to myself ta impart is of a kind very 
diSerent from that which is supposed by many 
persons to be the proper object of poetry. I do 
not know how without being culpably particular 
I can give my Reader a more exact notion of the 
style in which I wished these poems to be 
writteu than by informing him that I have at 
all times endeavoured to look steadily at my sub* 
jectj consequently^ I hope that there is in these 
Poems little falsehood of description^ and that 
my ideas are expressed in language fitted to their 
respective importance. Something I must have 
gained by this practice^ as it is friendly to one 
property of all good poetry^ namely^ good sense ; 
but it has necessarily cut me off from a large por- 
tion (^phrases and figures of speech which frooi 



father to son haVe long been xegarded as the" 
common inheritance of Poets. I have also thought 
it e3q>edient to restrict myself still fiirther, having 
abstained from the. use of maiiy expressions, in 
themselves proper and beauti^> but which have 
been foolishly repeated by bad Poets, till such 
feelings, of disgust are connected with them as it 
is scarcely possible by any art of association to 
overpower. 

r 

• I 

If in a Poem there should be found a series of lines; 
or even a single line, in which tlie language, 
though naturally arranged and according to the 
strict laws of metre, does not diiler from that of 
prose, there is a numerous class of critics, who, 
when they stumble upon these prosaisms as they 
call them, imagine that they have made a notable 
i^scovery, and exult over the Poet as over a man 
igncnrant of his own profession* Now these men 
ip^oiild establish a canon, of criticism which the 



PSSPACE; .xxi; 

Mtstder will condude he must utterly reject^ if he 
wishes to be pleased with these volvunes. And it 
would be a most easy tiA to prove to him^ that 
not only the language of a large portion of eveiy 
good poem^ even of the most elevated character, 
must necessarily^ except with reference to the 
metre, in no respect difier from that of good 
prose, but likewise that some of the most in* 
teresting parts of the best poems will be found 
to be strictly the language of prose, when prose 
is well written. The truth of this assertion 
might be demonstrated by innumerable passages 
from almost all the poetical writings, even of 
^Milton himself. I have not space for much 
quotation 3 but, to illustrate the subject in a 
.general manner, I will here adduce a short comr 
position of Gray, who was at the head of thos^ 
who by their reasonings have attempted to wideo 
3the space of separation betwixt Prose and Metrical 
composition, and was more than anj other ma^ 



XXJi. PRBFiLCV* 

turiotDsly daborate in the stroctore of his own 
poetic dictioD. ** 

In vain to me the smiling mornings shine. 
And reddening Phcebus lifts his golden firet 
T^e \nxia in vain their amorous descant join^ 
Or chearfiil fields resume their green attire : 
These ears alas! for other notes repine ; 
A difftrent oh}ect do these eyes require ; 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ; 
And in my breast the imperfect joys expire ; 
Yet Morning smiles the busy racato cheer. 
And new-born pleasure brings to happier men ; 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ; 
To warm their little loves the birds complain. 
I fruitless mourn to him that eatsnot hear 
And 'voeep the more because I 'voeep in vain. 

It will easily be perceived that the onlj part of 
this Sonnet -which is of any value is the lines 
printed in Italics : it is equally obvious, that, ex-^ 
cept in the rhyme, and in the use of the single word 
*' fruitless" for fruitlessly, which is so far a defects 
the language of these lines does in no respect 
differ jRxnn that of prose. . ^ 



B7 tbe &mffAog quotfltioa I hare tfaewn that 
the language of Prose may yet be well adapted 
to Poetiy; and I have previously asserted that 
a large portion o£ the language c£ every good 
poem caD in. no respect difier from that of good 
Prose, I will go further. I do aot doubt that 
it may be safely affirmed, that there neither is, 
nor can be, any essential differenoe between 
the language of prose and metrical composi- 
tion. We ate fond of tradog the resemblaoce 
between Poetry and Painting, and, accordingly, 
we call them Sisters : but where shall we find 
bonds o£ connection sufficiently strict to typify 
tbe affinity betwixt metrical and prose com- 
po«tion } They both speak by and to the same 
organs ; tbe bodies in which both of them are 
clothed may be sdd to be of the same substance, 
their affections are kindred and almost identi- 
cal, not necessaiily diffeiiDg even in degree.; 



* Poetry sheds no tears' *^ siteh as Angek "Weep," 
but natural and human tears 5 she can boetft 
of no celestial Ichor that distinguishes her 
vital juices itova those of prose 3 the same 
human blood circulates through the veins of 
them both, . . 1 

• T 

Tf it be affirmed that rhyme and metrical arrange- 
ment of^themselves constitute a distinction which 
overturns what I have been saying on the strict 



♦ I here use the word ** Poetry" (though against my own 
judgment) as opposed to the word Prose, and synonomoss 
with metrical composition. But much confusion has been 
introduced into criticism by this contradistinction of Poetry 
and Prose, instead of the more philosophical one of Poetfy 
, and Matter of foot, or Science. The only strict antitheses 
to Prose is Metre ; nor is this, in truth, a ttrlet antithesis; 
because lines and passages of metre so naturally occur in 
'writiog prose, that it would be scarcely possible to avoid 
them^ even were it desirable. 



J 



rASBtaif of metncal kngna^ with that of pros^ 
and paves the vraj fat other artificial distinctioDs 

r\iliich the muxl Tofamlarily admits, I answer th^t 

.the language of such Poetry aalam recommeru^ 
ing 18, aa £ir aa ia poesiUe, a selection of the kn* 
guage really spoken fay men j that this selection^ 
wherever it is made with true taste and feeling, 

rwiil of itself form a diibnetion hx greater than 

•would at first be imagined, and will entirely sepa- 
rate the compoiition firom. the vulgarity and meai^ 
ness of ordinaxy life ; and, if metre be superaddeii 
thereto, 1 believe that a dissimilitude will be 
produced altogether sufficient for the gratiiica- 

:tion of a rational mind. What other distinctiop 
would we have ? Whence is it to copie ? Aiyl 
where is it to exist ? Not, surely, where the 
Poet speaks through the mouths of his characteis -. 
it cannot be necessary here, either for elevation 

, of style, or any of it^ supposed ornaments : for, 
if the Poet's subject be judiQiou3ly chpsen,. it wj^l 



naturally, and upon fit occasion, lead him to 
passions the language of which, if selected truly 
and judiciously, must necessarily be dignified and 
irariegated, and alive ivith metaphors and figuies. 
'I forbear to speak of an iocongrui^ which would 
shock the intelligent Reader, should the Poet 
interweave any foreign splendour of his own 
with that which the passion naturally suggests: 
it is sufficient to say that such addition is un- 
necessary. And, surely, it is more probable that 
those passages, which with proprie^ abound with 
metaphors and figures, will have their due efiect^ 
if, upon other occasions where the passions are o£ 
a milder character, the style also be subdued and 
temperate. 

But, as the pleasure which I hope to give by the 
Poems I now present to the Reader must dqpeiKl 
entirely on just notions upon this subject, and, 
as it i& in itself, of the highest importance to our 
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taste and moral feelings^ I cannot content mjBetf 
vrith these detached remarks. And if, in what I 
am aboot to say, it shall appear to some that mjr 
labour is nnnecessaiy^ and that I am like a man 
£ghting a battle withoat enemies^ I would remind 
«ach persons^ that, whatever may be the lanr 
guage outwardly holden by men^ a practical &ith 
in the (pinions which I am wishing to establish 
is almost unknown. If my condusioos are ad«* 
mitted^ and carried as £»* as they must be carri^ 
if admitted at all^ our judgments concerning the 
works of the greatest Poets both ancient an^ 
modem will be far different fix>m what they ar^ 
at present^ both when we praise> and when we 
censure : and our moral feelings influencing, and 
influenced by these judgments will> I believe, be 
corrected and purifled. 



Taking up the subject, then, upon general 
poimds^ I ask wh^t is mespi by jthi? wo^d Poet) 
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'^hat is a Po^? To whom does he addresi 
himself^ And what. language is to be expected ' 
^nm him ? He is a man speaking to men i 
aman^ itistnie^ endued \(ilh more lively sensi*^ 
bSitj^ more eiithusiasm and tenderness, who has 
-a greater knowledge of human nature^ and a more 
compiiebensive soul, than are supposed to be com-* 
mbn among mankind > a man {leased with his 
ewn passions and volitions, and who rejoices 
m<xe than other men in the spirit of life that is 
in him ; ddighting to contemplate similar voli- 
tions and passions as manifested in the goings-oii 
of the Universe, and habitually impelled to create 
^m where he does not find them. To these 
qualities he has added a di^sition to be afiec-^ 
ted more than other men by absent things as 
if they were present > an ability of conjuring 
up in himself passions, which are indeed far 
from being the same as those produced by real 
events, yet (especially ia those pai:ta of th^. geneca^ 



sympathy which are pleasing and ddightftQ) do 
more uearly resemble the passions produced by 
real events^ than any tlung which^ from the mo- 
tions of their dwn liniikib merely^ other men are 
ikxnisleined to feel in themsdVes) ^ence^ and* 
^om practice, he has acquired a greater readiness 
and p(iw6r hi ^xfxressing what he diinki* and 
feds, »Ki especially those thoughts and feelings' 
which^ by his own choice, or from the ttructure' 
of his own sdod, arise in him without immediate 
qxtemal excitement. ' 

But, whatever portion of this fiiculty we may 
suppose even the greatest Poet to possess, there 
cannot be a doubt but that the language which 
it will suggest to him> must, in liveliness and 
tnith^ fall far short of that which is uttered by 
men in real life^ under the actual pressure of those 
passions, certain shadows of which the Poet thus^' 
produces^ or feels- to be produced j In himself* 



Hoiivcyer exited a notion we would wish tot 
cherish of the character of a Boet^ it is obvious, 
thatj while he describes and imitates passioiis^ his 
situation is altogether slavish and mechanical^, 
ccMnpared with the freedom and power of real 
and substantial action and suffering. So that it 
will be the wish of the Poet to bring his feeling» 
near to those of the persons whose feelings he 
describes^ naj^ for short spaces of tinie perhaps, 
to let himself slip into an entire delusion, and evea 
confound and identify his own feelings with theirs ; 
modifying only the language which is thus sug- 
gested to him, by a consideration that he. describes 
for a particular purpose, . that of giving pleasure. 
Here, then, he will apply the principle on which 
I have so much insisted, namely, that of selec« 
tion I on. this he will depend for ronoving what 
would otherwise be painful or disgusting in the 
passion 5 he will feel that there is no necessity to 
trick out or to elevate nature : and, the mor» 



industriooslj he applies this prindple^ the deeper 
urill be his faith that na words^ which his fancy 
or imagination can suggest^ will be to be com'* 
pared with those which are the emanations of 
reality and troth. 

But it may be said by those who do not object 
to the general spirit of these remarks^ that^ as it 
is impossible for the Poet to produce upon all 
occasi<»is language as exquisitely fitted for the 
passimi as that which the real passion itself sug- 
gests^ it is proper that he should consider himself 
as in the situation of a translator, who deema 
himself justified when he substitutes excellences 
of anodier kind for those which are unattainable 
by him ; and endeavours occasionally to surpasa 
his original^ in order to make some amends for 
the general inferiority to which he feels that he 
must submit. But diis would be to encourage 
idleness and unmanly despair. Further^ it is the 
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language bf mcA wlio spdak of what they do AoT 
unda-stand > who talk of Foetiy as of a matter 
of amusement and idle pleasure ; who will con- 
verse with us as gravely about a taste for Poetry^ 
as they express it^ as if it were a thing as indi£fer* 
ent as a taste for Rope-dancings or Frontiniac or 
Sherry. Aristotle, I have been tdkl, hath said« 
that Poetry is the most philoBOphic of all writing : 
it is so : its object is truth, not individual and 
V>cal, but general, and operative} not standing 
upon external testimony, but carried alive into the 
iieart by passion 3 truth wjuch is its own testi- 
mony, which gives streQgth and divinity to the 
tribvnal to which it appeals, and receives them 
fiom the same tribunal. Poetry is the image of 
man and nature. The obstacles which stand in 
the way of the fidelity of the Biographer and His-^ 
torian, and of thdr consequent utility, are incal^ 
culably greater than those which are to be encouu'* 
tered by tl|e Poet who has an^ adequate notion of 
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the dignity of his art. The Poet. writes iinder one 
restriction only^ namely^ that of the necessity of 
i;iiring immediate pleasure to a human Being pos- 
sessed of that information which may be expected 
from him^ not as a lawyer^ a physician^ a mari* 
Tier, an astronomer or a natural philosopher^ but 
as a Man. £xcept this one restriction^ there 
is no object standing between the Poet and 
. the image of things -, between this^ and the 
Biographer, and Historian tiiere are a thou- 
sand. 

Nor let thb necessity of producing insnediate 
pleasure be considered as a degradation of the 
Poet*s art. It is ^ otherwise. It is an acknow- 
jl/edgment of the beauty of the universe^ an ac- 
knowledgment the more sincere because it is not 
ibrmal, but indirect 5 it is a task light and easy 
to him who looks at the world in the spirit of 
lore : further^ it is a hoqpiage paid to the native 



flod naked dignity of man> to the grand elemeaf 
taiy principle of pleasure^ by which he knows, 
and fbels^ and liires^ and moves. We ha?e no 
f jmpathy but what is propagated by pleasure : 
I would not be misupderatood 3 but wherever we 
sympathize with pain it will be found that the 
sympathy is produced and carried on by subtly 
combinations with pkasiire. We have no known 
ledgCj ti&t is, no general principles drawn fronx 
the contemplation of particular facts, but what 
has been built up by pleasure, and exists in us by 
pleasure alone. The Man of Science, the Che- 
mist and Mathematician, whatever difficulties and 
disgusts they may have had to struggle with,, 
know and feel this. However painful may be the 
objects with which the Anatomist's knowledge ia 
connected, he feels that his knowledge is plea- 
sure ) and where he has no pleasure he kas no 
knowledge. What then does the Poet? He 
considers maa and the objects that )nmound him 



d» acting and re-actbig upD» oieh otli^^ so id to 
prodace an infinite ooMipkslity of pain ftttd ^lea^ 
tare ; he consider^ daofti' in bis owt nivture ^bid hi 
hi9 ordinate life as conteno^ting this with ^ ^tr* 
tain quantity of immediate knowledge^ with 
certain convicttons, intoitidns^ and dcddctions 
which hy habit become of the nature of intoitions} 
he considers him a* Idoking upon this complex 
«cene of ideas and sensations^ and finding every 
where objects that immediately excite in him sym- 
pathies which, from the necessities of fab na- 
ture, are accompanied by an overbalance of 
enjoyment. 

To this knowledge which all men cany about 
with them, and to* these sympathies in which 
without any other diseipline than dtat df our 
•dailf life we are fitted to' take delight, the( Poet 
principally directs bis attention. He considens 
soan and nature as essentially adapted to each otb^> 
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and the lAind of man as naturally the mirror of 
the J&irest and most interesting qualities of nature; 
Andthns the Poet^ prompted* by this feeling of 
pleasure which accompanies him through the 
whole course of his studies^ converses with gene- 
ral nature with afiections akin to those^ which/ 
through labour and length of time^ the Man of 
Science has raised up in himself^ by conversing 
with those particular parts of nature which are the 
objects of his studies. The knowledge both of the 
Poet and the Man of Science is pleasure 5 but 
the knowledge of the one cleaves to us as a neces- 
sary part of our existence^ our natural and unalien^ 
able inheritance 3 tlie other is a personal and 
individual acquisition^ slow to come to us, and 
by no habitual and direct sympathy connecting 
us with our fellow-beings. The Man of Science 
seeks truth as a remote and unknown benefactor ; 
he cherishes and. loves it in his solitude : the 
Poe^ singing a song in which all human beings 



joia with him, rgoices ia the j^resibnce of trath as 
bur visible friend and hourly companion. Poetiy 
is the breath and £ner spirit of all knowledge ; it 
is the impassioned expression which is in the coun-* 
tenanoe of all Science. Emphatically may it be 
said of the Poet, as Shakespeare hath sdd of man^ 
'^ that he looks before and after/* He is the 
lock of defence of human nature^ an upholder 
and preserver, canying every where with him 
relationship and love. In spite of difference of 
soil and climate, of language and manners, of laws 
and customs, in spite of things silently gone out 
of mind and things violently destroyed, the Poet 
binds together by passion and knowledge the vast 
em^Mire of human society, as it is spread over thQ 
whole earth, and over all time. The objects of 
the Poet's thoughts are every where j though tha 
eyes and senses of man are, it is true, his favorite 
gmdes, yet he will follow wheresoever he caivfind 
4n atmosphere of sensation in which to mqve. his. 



wings. Boetiy is tl^ first and )ast of all know^ 
l^dg&-i-it is as i^amortal a» iJie heaitofman* If 
tke labours oi men oi Sci^ooe should ever create 
any naateiial revolution^ direct or indirect^ in our 
conditiogti^ an<l in th^ impressions which we ha-< 
bitmdly receive^ the Poet witti sleep then no mora 
than at present^ but he will be ready to follow the 
steps of the inan of Science^ not only in those 
gene|*al indirect effects^ but he will be at his side^ 
carrying sensation into the midst of the objects 
ef the Science itself. The remotest discoveriea 
of the Chemist^ the Botanist^ or Mineralogist^ 
will be as proper objects of the Poet*s art as any 
upon which it can be employed^ if the time 
should ever come when these things shall be famin 
liar to uSj and the relations under which they are 
contemplated by the followers of these respective 
Sciences shall be manifestly and pa^bly material 
to us as enjoying and suffering beings. If the 
tiime shouldNCver. come when what is now called 
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9deDGe, thttsr femiliarized ttfmen^ shaH be ready 
to pat cfQ, as it Dii«fe, a form ef flesh and blood, 
the Poet wUl lend his divine spirit to aid die 
trans%uratton^ and wHl welcame the Beii^ thus 
produced, as a dear and genuine inmate of the 
household of n]an.-^It' xa noty then, td^be suj^pitMed 
that 331J one, ^idxa holda that suibiilne notion of 
Foetry whieh I hare attempted to convey, will 
break in upon the sanctity and truth of his pic- 
tures by transitory and accidental ornaments, and 
endeavour to excite admiration of himsdf by mtg, 
ihe necessity of which mus^ manifestly depend 
iip^m the assumed meanneffi of his sabjed. 

AVhatlhaye thus fbr said appEies to Fdeiry iA 
general y but especis^y to those parts of cothpon* 
tion where the Poet spades throu^ the mouths' of 
his characters ; and upon this point it ^ipears to 
hare such weight diat I wilt condudi^^ there ane 
kw persons, of good 8ense> who wodd: not 
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aUow that the dramatic parts of compositioQ Btt 
defective^ in proportion as the3r deviate from the 
real language of nature^ and are coloured by a 
diction of the Poet's own^ either peculiar to him 
as an individual Poet, or belonging simply to 
Poets in general, to a bddy of men who, from 
the circumstance of thdr compositions being in 
metre, it is expected will employ a particular 
language. 

Jt is not, then, in the dramatic p^rts of c(»npo» 
sition that we look £or this distinction of lan- 
guage ; but still it may be proper and necessary 
where the Poet speaks to us in his own person 
and oharactor. To this I answer by teferring my 
Reader to the description which I have before 
given of a Poet. Among the qualities which I 
liave enumerated as prindpally conducing to form 
;a Poet, is implied nothing di^ring in kind from 
«ther jnen, bat only in degree. The €um e£ 



what I Have there said is^ that the Poet is chieflf 
distingaislied fiom other men by a greater prompt- 
ness to think and feel without immediate external 
excitement, and a greater power in expressing such 
thoughts and feelings as are produced in him in 
that manner. But these passions and thoughts 
and feelings are the general passions and thoughts 
and feelings of men. And with what are they 
connected? Undoubtedly with our moral senti- 
ments and animal sensations, and with the causes 
which excite these ; with the operations of the 
elements and the appearances of the visible uni- 
verse ; with storm and sun-shine, with th6 revo- 
lutions of the seasons, with cold and heat, with 
loss of friends and kindred, with injuries and re- 
sentments, gratitude and hope, with fear and 
sorrow. These,- and the like, are the sensations 
and objects which the Poet describes, as they are 
the sensations of other nien, and the objects which 
interest them. The Poet thinks and feels in the 



spirit of tbe paatioiis of men. How; theo^ caa 
his language dkier in any nuitedal degree fzom tbat 
of all other men who feel yividly and see clearly } 
It might ht proved that it is impossibk^ Bnt sup^ 
posing that this were not die case^ the Poet mig^t 
then be allowed to use a peeoliar language, when 
expressing his feelings fi»r his own gratification, or 
that of men like himseif . But Poets do not write 
lor Poets alone, but for< men. Unless therefere 
we ase advocates for that admiration which depends 
upon ignorance, and that pleatixre which arises 
itmn hearing what we do not understand, the Poet, 
must descend from this supposed height, and, in 
order to excite rational sympathy, he must express 
himsdf as other men express themselves* To iJns 
it may be added, that while he is only selecting 
£rom the real language of men,, or, which amounts 
to the same thing, composing accurately in the 
spirit of such sttlectbn> he is treading upon safe 
gmund, and) we know what we are ta expect ftdm 



him. Our feelings are the same with respect to 
ineCre 5 for^ as it may be proper to remind the 
Reader^ the distinction of metre is regolar and 
uniform, and not like that vhich is produced by 
what Is usuaDy called poetic diction, artntraiy, and 
subject to infinite caprices upon whidi no calcula* 
tion whatever can be made. In tbe one case, the 
Reader is utterly at tlie mercy of the Poet respect- 
ing what imi^ery or diction he may choose to 
connect with the passion, whereas, in the other, 
the metre obeys certun laws, to which the Poet 
and Reader both willingly submit because they are 
certain^ and because no interfermce is nude by 
them with the passion but such as the concurring 
testimony of ages has shewn to hci^ten and \m^ 
prove- the pleasure which co-extsta with it. 

It will now be proper to answer an obvicns qoes« 
tion, namely, why, piofessing these opinions, have 
} written ki v^rse? To tlu«> in addition to. such 
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answer as is included in what I have already said; 
I reply in the £r&t place^ because^ however I may 
have restricted myself, there is still left open to me 
what confessedly constitutes the most valuable ob* 
. ject of aU writing whether in prose or verse^ the 
great and universe passions of men, the most gene- 
ral and interesting of their occupations^ and the ea-^ 
'tire world of nature, from which I am at liberty to 
supply myself, with endless combinations of forms 
and imagery. Now, supposing for a moment that 
whatever is interesting in these objects may be as 
vividly described in prose, why am I to be con- 
demned, if to such description I have endeavoured 
to superadd the charm which, by the consent of all 
nations, is acknowledged to exist in metrical lan-^ 
guage ? To this, by such as are imconvinced by 
what I have already said, it may be answered, that 
a very small part of the pleasure given by Poetry 
depends upon the metre^ and that it is injudicious 
to write hi metre^ unless it be accoippanied with 
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the other artificial distinctions of style with which 
^etre is usually accompanied^ and that by such 
deviation more will be lost from the shock which 
will be thereby given to the Reader's associations^ 
than will be counterbalanced by any pleasure which 
he can derive from the general- power of nurabersv 
Jn answer to those who still contend for the neces<» 
sity of accompanying metre with certain appropri* 
ate colours of style in order to the accomplbhmeni 
of its appropriate end^ and who also^ in my opinion, 
greatly imder-rate the power of metre in itself^ it 
might perhaps^ as &r as relates to these Poems^ 
have been almost sufficient to observe, that poems 
are extant, written upon more humble subjects^ 
and in a more naked and simple style idian I have 
aimed at, which poems have continued to give 
pleasure from generation to generation* Now, if 
nakedness and simplicity be a defect, the fact here, 
jnentioned affords a strong presumption that poems 
iSomewhat less naked and simple are capable ot 



atiR)rding pleasure at the present day ; and, what 
I wished cMffy to attempt, at present, was to jus*^ 
tify myself for having written under the impressiott 
«f this belief* 

Bmt I might point out Tarioos causes whif , when 
the style is manly, and the subject of some im« 
portance, words metrically arranged will Icmg con^-^ 
dnue to impart such a pleasure to mankind as hd 
Who is sensible of the extent of that pleasure will 
be desirous to impart. The end of Poetry is to 
produce CKciteraent in co-existence with an over- 
baianoE: of pleasure. Now> by the supposition^ 
excitement is an unusual and irregular state of 
the mind; ideas and feelings do not in. that state 
succeed each other in accustomed order. But, if 
the words by which this excitement is produced 
are in themselves powerful, or the images and 
feelings have an undue proportion of pain con« 
nectcd with them^ tbere is some danger that the 
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^xcitemcat mi^ be carriod bqrond its proper 
jlMands. Now the oo-preieDce of something regu* 
br, $<»nething to which the mind has been accus* 
tomed in various moods and in a less excited state, 
cannot but have great efficacy in tempering and re- 
vtiaining the passion by an intertexture of ordinary 
feeling, and of fedipg not strictly and necessarily 
connected with the passion. This is unquestionably 
true, and hence, though the opinion will at first 
appear paradoxical^ from the tendency, of metre to 
divest language in a certain degree of its reality, 
and thus to throw a sort of half consciousness of 
unsubstantial existence over the whole composition, 
there can be little doubt but that more pathetic 
situations and sentiments, that is, those which 
have a greater proportion of pain connected with 
them, may be endured in metrical composition, 
Qspeci^y in rhy^ie, than in prose. The metre of 
the old Ballads is very artless j yet they contain 
ixiany passages which would iflustrate this opinion^ 



and^ I hope^ if die fdbwkig Foem» be attentiveljr 
penised^ similar instances will be found in tl^m*. 
This opinion may be further illustrated by appeal- 
ing to the Reader's own experience of the reluctance 
with which he comes to the re-perusal (rf" the dis- 
tressful parts of Clarissa Harlowe^ or the Gamester. 
While Shakespeare's writings, in the most pathetic 
scenes, never act upon us as pathetic beyond the 
bounds of pleasure— an effect which, in a much 
greater degree tlian might at first be imagined, is 
to be ascribed to small, but continual aiid regular 
impulses of pleasurable surprise from the metrical 
arrangement. — On the other hand (What it must 
be allowed will much more firequently happen) 
if the Poet's words should be incommensurate 
with the passion, and inadequate to raise the 
Reader to a height of desirable excitement, then> 
(unless the Poet's choice of his metre has been- 
grossly injudicious) in the feelings of pleasure 
vhich the Reader has been accustomed to con-.' 
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l&ect with metre in general, and in the feeling, 
whether ebearfol. or melancholy, which he has 
beqn accustomed to connect with that partioukr 
movement of metre, there will be found some- 
thing which will gx^tly contribute to impart pas- 
sioa to the words, and to effect the complex end 
3Eirhich the Poet proposes to himself. 

p . - • 

If I had uadertaken a ^tematic defence of the 
theory upon which these poems are written, it 
would have been my duty to develope the various 
causes upoQ which tlie pleasure received from 
metrical language depends. Among the chief of 
these causes is to be reckoned a principle which 
must be well known to tiiose who have made any 
of the Arts the object of accurate reflection } I 
mean the pleasure which the mind derives from 
the perception of similitude in dissimilitude. This 
principle is the great spring of the activity of our 
minds, and their chief feeder. Fxom this princi-^ 
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pie the direction of the sexual appetite^ and afl 
the passions connected with k take their origin: 
It is the life of our ordinary conversation $ and 
npon the accuracy wi^ which similitude in 
disnmilitude, and dissimilitude in similitude are 
perceived^ depend our taste and our moral feel-* 
ings. It would not have been a useless employ* 
ment to have applied this principle to the con- 
sideration of metre^ and to have shewn that metre 
is hence enabled to afford much pleasure, and 
to have pointed out in what manner that pleasure 
is produced. But my limits will not permit me to 
enter upon this subject, and I must content my- 
self vidth a general summary. 

I have said that Poetry is the spontaneous overflow 
of powerful feelings : it takes its origin from emo- 
tion recollected in tranquillity : the emotion is 
contemplated till by a species of reaction the 
tranquilli^ gradually disappears^ and an emotion; 
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kindred to that which was befixre tb6 subject of 
contemplation^ is gradual)^ produoed^ and does 
itsdf actoaUj exist in the mind. In this piood 
Bucoes^bl composition generaUy bc^ns^ and in^a 
xQxSo^ similar to this it is carried on ; bat tbi 
emotion^ of whatever kind and in whaterer de^^ 
gree, fh>m vmous causes is qualified by various 
pleasures^ so that in describiiq^ any passions what- 
soever, which are voluntarily described^ the mind 
will upon the whole be in a state of enjoyment. 
Now^ if Nature be thus cautious in preserving in 
a state of ei^oyment a being thus employed> 
the Poet ought to profit by the lesson thus hdd 
forth to him, and ot^ht especially to take care, 
that whatever passions he communicates to his 
Reader, those passions, if his Reader's mind be 
sound and vigorous, should always be accompa- 
nied with an overbalance oi pleasure. Now • the 
music of harmonious metrical language, the sense 
«f difiSculty overcome^ and the blind association of 



pleasure wUdi has been pnevioosly ceoeived frotn 
works. of. it^yme or; metre of ;the same or sinuiav 
GDOstriidiioa>.aa mdistinct.perceptioEi perpetaaliy 
r^lpwed of langiuge dosdy jesembUng that of real 
life^ and yet. In tfae circumstance, of metre^ difr 
fering fiom it so widely,, all these imperceptibly 
BWke np a complex feeling of delight, which is 
of the most important use in tempering the painful 
feeling which will always be found intermingled 
with powerful descriptions of the de^r pas»ons. 
This efiect is always produced in pathetic and im« 
passioned poetiy ) while, in lighter compositions, 
the ease and gtacefulness with which the Poet 
manages his numbers are themselves confessedly 
<a principal source o£ the gratification of the 
Header. J . might perhaps include all which it 
Is necessary to say upon this subject by affimung, 
what lew persons will deny, that, of two descrip* 
iions, either of passions, manners^ or characters^ 
^ch of them equally well executed, the one la 



ixrose and the other in verse/ the' vene wifl b^ 
read a hundred time^ wbcte the* prose ig read 
once. We see that Pope by the power of Terse 
alone, has coatmred to- render the plainest com- 
indn sense interesting, and even frequently to 

4 

invest it with the appearance of passion. In con- 
Sequence of these convictions I related in metre 
the Tale of GdoDY Blakb and Hasrt Gill, 
ivhich is aoe of the radest of this collection. I 
wished to draw attention to the truth that the. 
power of the human imaguiation is sufficient to 
produce such changes even in our physibd hature 
as might almost appear miraculous. The truth is 
an important one 5 the fact (for it is B/act) is a 
valuable illustration of it. And I have the satis- 
faction of knowing that it has been comnMiirated 
to many hundreds of people who would, never 
have heard of it, had it not been narrated as a 
Ballad, and in a more impressive metre tMn is 
usual in Ballads. 



Having ib^9 explained a few of the reasons wh}( 
I have written in vfirse> and whx I have chosen 
subjects from conunon lift, and ende^tvoured to^ 
hxing my language near to the real la];i^;uage of 
men^ if I have been too minute in pleading my 
own cause^ I have at the same time been treat- 
ing a subject of general interest ; and it is for tlii« 
reason that I request the Reader*s permission tQ 
add a few words with reference solely to these 
particular poems> and to some defects which will 
probably be found in them. I am sensible that 
my associations must have sometimes been par^ 
ticulai* instead of general^ and that, consequently^ 
giving to things a false importance, sometimes 
from diseased impulses I may have written upon 
junworthy subjects } but I am less apprehensive 
on this account, than that my language may fre- 
quently have suffered from those arbitrary con- 
nections of feelings and ideas with particular words 
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and p]irases, firom which no mail' can altogether 
protect himself. H^ace I have no doubt^ that, ia 
tome instaiices/ .feelixigs ev^ of tl^e hidiCroQS maj 
be given to my Readers by expressirais which ap-* 
peared to me tender and pathetic. Stich faulty 
expressions, < were I convinced they were faulty 
at present, and that they must necessarily con- 
tinue to be so> I would willingly take all rea-^ 
sonable pains to corrbct. But it is dangerous to 
make tliese alterations on tlie simple authority of 
a few individuals, or even of certain classes of 
men 5 for where the understanding of an Authoi" 
is not convinced, or his feelings altered, this 
cannot be done without great injury to himself t 
for his own feelings are his stay and support, and, 
if he seta them aside in one instance, he may b^ 
induced to repeat this act till his mind loses all 
confidence in itself, and becomes utjtcrly debilitated. 
To this it may be added, that the Reader ought 
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never to foi]get that he is himself e&posed to the 
same errors as die Poet, and perhaps in a imicii 
gteater degree : fen: there can be no presumption 
in saying, that it is not probable he will be so weM 
acquainted with the vanous stages «f meaning 
through which words hai^ passed, or with the 
fickleness or stability of the relations of particular 
ideas to each other; and above all, since he, 4s 
so much less interested in the subject, he may 
decide lightly and carelessly. 

Long as {have detained my Reader, I hope he 
MfiXL pernnt me to caution him against a mode of 
false criticism whidi has been applied to Poetry 
in which the language closely resemUes that of 
life and nature. Such verses have been triumphed 
over in parodies of which Dr. Jobnson*s Stanza is 
a fair specimen. 



PREFACE. WU, 

'^^ *l pat my hat upon my hetd. 
And wilk'd into tbeStiand, 
And there I met another man 
Whose hat was in his hand/* 

Immediately uader these lines I will place one 
of the most justly admked staofiEas-^the^' BoBes 
in the Wood/* 

*' These pretty Babes with hand in hand 
Went wandering up and down ; 
But never more they saw the Man 
Approaching from the Town.** 

In both these stanzas -the words, and the order 
-of the words, in no respect differ from the most 
unimpassioned conversation. There are words in 
both, for example, " the Strand," and '' theTown," 
connected with none but the most familiar ideas ^ 
yet the one stanza we admit as admiraWe, and 
the other as a fair example 6f the superlatively 



contemptible. Yfbexicn arisea thi» di^ence ^ 
Not from the metre> not from tiiie language, not 
from the order of the words) but the ^smi^^ ex- 
pressed in Dr. Johnson*s stanza is contemptible* 
The proper method of treating trivial and simple 
verses to which Dr. Johnson's stanza would be a 
fair parallelism is not to say, tills is a bad kind of 
poetry, or this is not poetry ; but this wants sense y 
it is neither interesting in itself, nor can kad to 
any thing interesting; tlie images neither origi- 
nate in that sane state of feeling which arises out 
of thought, nor can excite thought or feeling in 
the Readier. This is the only sensible manner of 
dealing with such verses : Why trouble yourself 
about the species till you have previously decided 
upon the genus ? Why take pains to prove that 
an Ape Js not a Newton when it is self-e\udent 
that he is not a man > 



f Im^ pn^ reqiiest to make of my Reader^ Virhicti 
is^ that in judg^ig those Poems he would decide 
by his own feelings genuipelyi and not by refl^« 
tion upon what will probably be the judgnj^nt cf 
others. How common is it to hear a person 9ay4 
*' I myself do not object to this style of compon 
tition or this or that expressions but to su^h and 
such classes of people it will appear meaA ox 
ludicrous." This mode of criticism^ so destructive 
of all sound unadulterated judgment^ is almost 
universal : I have therefore to request^ that the 
Reader would abide independently by his owa 
feelings^ and that if he finds himself affected he 
would not suffer such conjectures to interfere 
with his pleasure. 

If an Author by any single composition has im^ 
pressed us with respect for his talents^, it is usefu} 
to consider this as affording a presumption^ tba^ 



on Other occasions wkere we kave been displeased^ 
he neverthdess may not have written ill or ab-> 
sttrdly i and^ further^ to give him so much credit 
for this one composition as may induce us to 
renew what has displeased us with more care 
than we &onld otherwise have bestowed upon it. 
This is not only an act of justice/ but in oar de-^ 
cisions upon poetry especially^ may conduce in a 
high degree to the improvement of our own taste : 
for an accurate taste, in poetry, and in all the other 
arts, as Sir Joshua Reynolds has obs^red, is an 
ncqmnd tdent, which can only be produced by 
thot^ht and a long continued intercourse with 
the best models of composition. This is men- 
tioned, not with so ridiculous a purpose as to pre- 
vent the most inexperienced Reader from judging 
fxx himself, (I have already said that I wish him 
to ju4ge for himself 3) but merely to temper thf 
jrashness of decision, and to suggest, that, if 
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Poetry be a subject on wluch much time has 
not been bestowed, the judgment may be 
^ixoneotts i and that in many cases it necessarily 
will be so. 

I know that nothti^ would have so effectually* 
contributed to further the end which I have in 
view as to have shewn of what kind the pleasure 
18, and how that pleasure b produced^ which is 
confessedly produced by metrical composition 
essentially different from thai which I have here 
endeavoured to reconmiend : for the Reader will 
say that he has been pleased by such composition ; 
and what can I do more for him ? The power of 
any art is limited $ and he will suspect, that, if I 
propose to fiirnbh him with new friends, it is only 
«pon condition of his abandoning his old friends. 
Besides, as I have said, the Reader is himself 
conscious of the pleasure which he has r&celved 



firdm such composition> composition to T^hich bS 
has peculiarly attached the endearing name of 
Poetry ; and all men feel an habitual gmtitade^ 
and something of an honorable bigotry for the 
objects which have long continued to please them : 
we not only wish to be pleased^ bat to be pleased 
in that particular way in which we have been 
accustomed to be pleased^ There is a host of 
arguments in these feelings 5 and I should be the 
less- ahle. to combat . them Successfully^ as I am 
•wiUii^ to allow^ that, in order entirely to enjoy 
the Poetry which I am recommending, it would 
be necessary to give up much of what is ordinarily 
enjoyed. But, would my limits have permitted 
me to point out how this pleasure is produced, I 
might have removed many obstacles, and assisted 
my Reader in perceiving that tlie powers of Ian?- 
guage are not so limited as he may suppose ; and 
that it is possible ^at poetry may give other 



^njoyments^ of a purer^ more lasting^ and more 
exquisite nature. This part of my subject I 
liave not altogether neglected ; but it has beeii 
less my present aim to prove^ that the intere^ 
excited by some other kinds of poetry is less 
vivid, and less worthy of the nobler powers of the 
mind, than to offer reasons for presimiing, that, 
if the object which I have proposed to myself 
were adequately attained, a species of poetry 
would be produced, which is genuine poetry j 
in its nature well adapted to interest man- 
kind permanently, and likewise important in 
•the multiplicity and quality of its moral rela- 
dons. 

From what has been said, and from a perusal of 
the Poems, the Reader will be able clearly to 
perceive the object which I have proposed to 
myself: he will determine how far I have attained 
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this obj^t y and^ what Is a much more importaixt 
question, whether it be worth attaining j and 
»pon the decision of these two questions will rest 
my claim to the approbation of the public. 
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EXPOSTULATION 



AND 



REPLY. 
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'' Why, Willllam, on that old grey stone, 
Thus for the length of half a day. 
Why, William, sit you thus alone, 

*' And dream your time away ? 

*' Where are your books ?— that light bequeath'd 
*' To beings else forlorn and blind ! 
'' Up ! Up] ^d drink the spirit breath'd 
'^ From dead men to their kind. 
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'^ You look round on your mother earth, 
'^ As if she for no purpose bore you ; 
'' As if you were her first-bom birth, 
*^ And none had lived before you ! ** 

One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake. 
When life -was sweet, I knew not why. 
To me my good friend Matthew spake. 
And thus I made reply. 

" The eye it cannot chuse but see ^ 
•' We cannot bid the ear be still 5 
" Our bodies feel, where'er they be, 
'* Against, or with our will. 

'^ Nor less I deem that there are powers 
" Which of themselves our minds impress ; 
'' That we can feed this mind of ours 
f' In a wise passiycness. 
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Think you^ mid all this mighty sum^ 
Of things for ever speaking. 
That nothing of itself will come^ 
'^ But we must still be seeking ? 

'' — ^Then ask not wherefore, here, alone, 

'' Conversing as I may, 

** I sit upon this old grey stone, 

*' And dream my time away." 



THE TABLES TURNED; 

'n EVENING SCENE, n th, lame Suijia. 



Up ! up ! my Friend, and dear your looks ; 
Why all this toil and trouble } 
Up '. up ! my Friend, and quit youi books. 
Or surely you'll grow double. 

The sun, above the mountain's head, 

A freshening lustre mdlow 

Through all the long green fields has spreadj 

His first sweet evening yellow. 



Books ! 'tis a dull and endless strife : 
Come, hear the v/oodland Linnet, 
How sweet his music 5 on my life 
There's more of wisdom in it. 

And hark ! how blithe the Throstle sings ! 
And he is no mean preacher : 
Come fortli into the light of things. 
Let Nature be your teacher. 

She has a world of ready wealth. 
Our minds and hearts to bless — 
Spontaneous wisdom breathed by health. 
Truth breathed by chearfulness. 

One impulse from a vernal wood 
May teach you more of man j 
Of moral evil and of good. 
Than all the sages can. 



Sweet is the lore which nature brings ; 
Onr meddling inteUed 
Mishapes the beauteous forms of things -, 
—We murder to dissed. 

Enough of science and of art 5 . 
Close up these barren leaves ^ 
Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 
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ANIMAL TRANQUILLITY and DECAY, 

A SKBTCB. 



The little hedge-row birds 
That peck along the road, regard him not. 
He travels on^ and in his face, his step^ 
His gait, is one expression 5 every limb. 
His look and bending figure^ all bespeak 
A man who does not move with pain, but moves 
With thought. — He is insensibly subdued 
To settled quiet : he is one by whom 
All effort seems forgotten, one to whom 
Long patience has such mild composure ^ven. 
That patience now doth seem a thing, of which 
He hath no need. He is by nature led 
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To peace so perfeft, that the young behold 

With envy, what the Old Man hardly feds. 

— ^I asked him whither he was bound, and what 

The objeft of his journey j he replied 

That h# was going many miles to take 

A last leave of his Son, a Mariner, .| 

Who from a sea-fight had been brought to Falmouth, 

And there was dpng in an hospital. 
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GOODY BLAKE and HARRY GILL, 



A TRUE STORY, 



Oh ! what's the matter ? what*s the matter ? 
What is*t that ails young Harry Gill ? 
That evermore his teeth they ichatter^ . 
Chatter; chatter^ chatter still. 
Of waistcoats Hany has no lack^ 
Good duffle grey>. and flannel fine 5 
He has a blanket on his back^ 
And coats enough to smother nine. 
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In March^ December^ and in Jviy, 
*lls all the same with Haxiy Gill ; 
The neighbours tdl, and teU you truly. 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
At night, at morning, and at noon, . 
'Tis all the same with Harry Gill ; 
Beneath the sun, beneath the moon. 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
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Young Harry was a lusty drover. 

And who so stout of limb as he ? 

His cheeks were red as ruddy clover ; 

His voice was lik6 the voice of three. 

Old Groody Blake was old and poor 5 

111 fed she was, and thinly clad ; 

And any man who passed her door, J 

Might see how poor a hut she had. 
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All day she spun m her poor dwelling t 
And then her three hours' work at night ! 
Alas ! *twas hardly worth the tellings 
It would' not pay for candle light. 
— This woman dwelt in Dorsetshiie, 
Her hut was on a cold hill side. 
And in that country ooals are dear. 
For they come &r by wind and tide* 



By the same £ie to boil their pottage. 
Two poor old Dames, as I have known. 
Will often live in one small cottage ; 
But she, poor Woman ! dwtlt alone* 
'Twas well enough when summer came. 
The long, warm, lightsome summer-day. 
Then at her door die cofUf Dame 
Would sit, as any Ikmet gay» 
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But whenJthc ice our streams did fetter. 
Oh ! then how her old bones would shake ! 
You would have said, if you had met her, 
'Twas a hard time for Goody Blake. ' 

Her evenings then were dull and dead 5 
Sad case it was, as you may think. 
For very cold to go to bed 5 
And then for. cold not sleep a wink. 



Oh joy for her ! whene'er, in winter 

The winds at night had made, a rout ; 

And scattered many a lus^ splinter. 

And many a rotten bough about. 

Yet never had she, well or sick. 

As every naan who knew her says, 

A pile before hapd, wood or stick, ^ 

Enqugh to warm he^ for three days. 
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Now> when the frost was past enduring. 
And made her poor old bones to ache> 
Could any thing be more alluring. 
Than an old hedge to Gkxxly Blake ; 
And, now and then, it must be said. 
When her old bones were cold and chilly 
She left her fire, or left her bed. 
To seek the hedge of Hany Gill. 



Now Harry he had long suspected 
This trespass of old Goody Blake 5 
And vew'd thiat she should be detected. 
And he on her would vengeance take. 
And oft ftom his warm fire he*d go. 
And to the fields his road would take 5 
And there, at night, in frost and snow. 
He watched to seize old Goody Blake. 
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And once^i behind a rick of badey^ 
Thus looking out did Hany stand : 
The moon was full and shining clearl^^ 
And crisp with frost the stubble land. 
— ^He hears a noise*— he*s^ awake- 
Again ? — on tip-toe down the hill 
He softly creeps — TLs Goody Blake^ 
She's at the hedge of Harry GiU. 



Right glad was he when he beheld her : 
Stick after stick did Gkxxly pull : 
He stood behind a bush of elder^ 
Till she had £lled her apron ftdl. 
When with her load she turned about^ 
The bye-road back again to take> 
He started forward with a shout^ 
And sprang upon poor Goody Skke. 
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And fiercely by the arm he took her. 
And by the arm he held her fast. 
And fiercely by the arm he shook her. 
And cried, " I*ve caught you then at last !** 
Then Goody, who had nothing said. 
Her bundle from her lap let fall > 
And, kneeling on the sticks, she pray*d 
To God that is the judge of all. 



She pray*d, her withered hand uprearing^ 
While Harry held her by the arm — 
*' Gknl ! -^ho art never out of hearing, 
'^ O may he never more be warm ! " 
The cold^ cold moon above her head. 
Thus on her knees did Gk)o4y pray. 
Young Harry hea^ what she bad said : 
And icy cold he turned away. 
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He went complaining ail the mbrrow 
That he was cold and very chill : 
His face was gloom, his heart was sorrow, 
Alas ! that day for Harry Gill ! 
That day he wore a riding coat. 
But not a whit the warmer he : 
Another was on Thursday brought. 
And ere the Sabbath he had three. 



Twas all in vain, a useless matter. 
And blankets were about him pinn'd ; ' 
Yet still his jaws and teeth they clatter. 
Like a loose casement in the wind. 
And Harry's flesh it fell away 5 
And all who see him say, 'tis plain. 
That live as long as live he may. 
He never will be warm again. 
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No word to any man he utters, 
A-bed or up, to young or old j 
But ever to himself he mutters, 
" Poor Hany Gill is very cold." 
A-bed or up, by night or d^ \ 
His teeth they chatter, chatter still. 
Now think, ye fanners all, I pr^. 
Of Goody Blake and Hany Gill. 
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THl 



LAST OF THE FLOCK. 



In distant countries I liave been 5 
And yet 1 have not oflen seen 
^ Jiealtfay Manj a Man iuU^grown^ 
Wee^ in the public roads alone. 
But such a one^ on English ground, 
^d in the broad high-way, I met ; 
Abng the hroad high-way he came. 
His cheeks with tears were wet. 
Sturdy he setaed, though he was sad } 
Jkodii^his ansa a Lamfe he had 
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He saw me^ and be turned aside. 

As if he -willed liimself to hide : 

Then with lus coat he made essay 

To wipe those brnqrisars away. 

I followed him, tod said, ** My Friend 

*' What ails you ? wherefore weep you so V 

— " Shamfe on me, "Sir ! this lusty Lamb, 

He makes my tears to flow. 

To-day I fetched him 'fix)m the rock 5 

He is the last of all my flock. 

When I was young, a single Man, 
And after yotithful follies ran. 
Though li^e given to care and diought^ 
Yet, so it was, a Ewe I bought ; 
And other sheep from her I raised. 
As healthy 'sheep as you might see 5 
And then I married, and was rich 
As I could wish to be j 
Of sheep 1 -numbered a full score, 
And every year increased my' store. 
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Year after year tny stock it grcw> 

And from this one^ thb single £we^ 

Full fiflj comely sheep J raised^ 

As sweet a flock as ever grazed ! 

Upon the mountain did they feed. 

They throve^ and we at home did thrive, 

—This lusty Lamb of all my store 

Is all that is alive j 

And now I care not if we die^ 

And perish all of pover^* 

Six Children, Sir! had I to feed. 

Hard labour in a time of need ! 

My pride was tamed, and in our grief, 

J of the Parish ask*d relief. 

They said I was a wealthy 'man } 

Mj sheep upon the mountain fed^ 

And it was flt that thence I took 

Whereof to buy us bread :" 

*' Do thb 5 how can we give to you," 

llieycriied^ *' what to the poor is due T 



I sold a sheepj'as they had said. 
And bought my little children bread. 
And they werd healthy with their food j 
For me it neVer did me good. 
A woeful time it was for me. 
To see the end of all my gains. 
The pretty -flock which I had reared 
With all my care and pains. 
To see it melt like snow away ! 
For me it was a woeful day. 

Anotlier still ! and still another ! 

A little lamb^ a&d then its motlier ! 

It was a vein that n^er stopp^d— 

Like blood-drops firom my heart they dropped. 

Till thirty were not lefl alive 

They dwindled, dwindled^ one l^ one^ 

And I may say^ that many a time - 

I- willed they all were gone * 

They dwindled dne.by one away j 

Por me it was a woeful day^. 
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To wicked deeds I wa$ aicUned> 
And wicked fancies crossed my mind i 
And eyexy man I chanced to see, 
I thought he knew some ill of me* 
No peace no comfort could I find> 
No ease, within doors or withotit> 
And crazily, and wearily, 
I went my work about. 
Oft-times I thought to run away j 
For me it was a woeful day. 

Sir ! 'twas a precious flock to me. 

As dear as my own Children be 5 

For daily with my growing store 

I loved my Children more and more.. 

Alas ! it was an evil time 3 

God cursed me in my sore distress f 

I prayed, yet every day. I thought 

I loved my children less ^^ 

And every week, and ev/eiy day. 

My flock, it seemod to mtit away. 
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They dwindled^ Sir^ sad sight to see ! 
From ten to five^ from five to three^ 
A lamb^ a weather^ and' a ewe 5— < 
And th^i at kst, from thvee to two ; 
And of my fifity, yesterday 
I had but only one : 
And here it lies upon tny arni^ 
Alas ! and I have none ;— 
To-day i fetched it from the rock ^ 
It is the last of ali^ my flo<«k/* 
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LINES 

Left upon a seat in a YEfKTREEj vthieh tianit near the 
hale ofKSTWVAITEf on a desolate part cf the skwe^^ 
yet commanding a beautiful prospeQ, 



— ^Nay, Traveller ! rest. This lonely Yew-tree stands 
Far from all human dwelling ; what if here. 
No sparkling rividet spread the verdant herb ; 
What if these barren.boughs the bee not loves > 
Yet^ if the wind breathe soft^ the curling waves. 
That break against the shore, shall lull thy mind 
By one soft impulse saved from vacancy. 



•Who he was 



That piled these stones, and with the mossy sod 
First covered o*er, and taught thb aged Tree 
With its dark arms to form a circling boweiv 
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I well remember.— He was one who owneJ^ 

No common soul. In youth by science nursed. 

And led by nature into a wild scene 

Of lofty hopes, he to the world went fortli, 

A favored bdng, knowing no desire 

Which genius did not hidlow, 'gainst the tiint 

Of dissolute tongues, and jealousy, and hate. 

And scorn, against all enemies prepared. 

All but negle£t« The world, for so it thought. 

Owed him no service : wherefore he at once 

With indignation tum*d himself away 

And with the food of pride sustained his soul 

In solitude.— -Stranger t these gloomy boughs 

Had charms for him ; and here he loved to sit^ 

His only visitants a straggling sheep. 

The stone-chat^ or the glancing sand-piper ^ 

And on these barren rocks, with juniper. 

And heath, and thistle, thinly sprinkled o'er. 

Fixing his down-cast eye, he many an houf 

A morbid plcasuxe nourished, tracing her« 
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An emblem of his own unfiiiitful Ufe : 
And lifUng up his head^ he then would gaze. 
On the more distant scene ^ how lovely 'ti» 
Thou seest^ and he would gaze till it became 
Far lovelier^ and his heart could not sustain. 
The beauty still more beauteous. Npr^ that time^ 
When Nature had subdued him to herself 
Would he forget those beings^ to whose minds. 
Warm from the labours of benevolence, 

3 

The world, and man himself, appeared a scene 
Of kindred loveliness : then he would sigh 
With mournful joy, to think, that others felt 
What he must never feel : and so, lost Man ! 
On visipnaiy views would fancy feed. 
Till his eye streamed with tears. In this deep vale. 
He died, this seat his only monument. 

If Thou be one whose heart the holy forms 

Of young imagination have kept pure. 

Stranger ! henceforth be warned $ and know> diat pride,^ 
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Howe*cr ^sgoised in its own majesty^ 

Is littleness ; that he^ who feels contempt 

For any living thing, hath faculties 

Which he has never used 3 that thought with him 

Is in its infancy. The man^ whose eye 

Is ever on himself^ doth look on one^ 

The least of Nature's -woi^ oim who might move 

The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds 

Unlawful^ ivcr. O, be wiser Thoo ! 

Instructed that true knowledge leads to love. 

True dignity abides with him alone 

Who^ in the silent hour of inward thought. 

Can still suspect, and still revere himself. 

In lowliness of heart. 
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FOSTER-MOTHER'S TALE. 

A NMrrathn in Dramatic Blank Fifrse, 



But that entrance; Mother ! 
FOSTER-MOTHER. 

Can no one hear ? It is a perilous tale ! 

MARIA, 
No one^ 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

My husband's father told it me. 
Poor old Leoni ! — ^Angels rest his soul ! 
He was a woodman, and could fell and saw 
With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam 
Which props the hanging wall of the old chapel -, 



jS9 

Beneath that tree, while ret it was a iix ■ • ' 
He focind a baby wrapt in mosses^ lined 
With thistle beards, and such small locks 9f wool - 
As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home^ 
And reared him at the then Lord Velez* CQSt« 
And so tlie babe grew up a pretty boy> 
A pretty boy, but most omteachable— 
And never learnt a prayer, nor told a bead> 
But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes. 
And whistled, as he were a burd himself ; 
And all the autumn *twas his only play - . 
To gather seeds of wild flowers, and to plant them 
, With earth and water, on the stumps of trees. 
A Friar, who sought for simples in the wood^ 
A grey*Jiaired man — he loved this little boy, 
Tlie boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught him. 
He soon could write with the pen : and from that time. 
Lived chiefly at the Conv«it or the Castle. 
So he became a veiy learned youth. 
But Oh ! poor wretch— he read, and read, and read. 
Till his brain turned— and ere his twentieth jfear^ . 
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He had unlralcd fttou^tts of manx tbu^: 
And though he prayed^ he never loved to pnr^ 
With holy men, nor in a hdy plac&--» 
Bnt yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet. 
The late Lord Velez ne'er was wearied with him. 
And once, as i>y the north side of the Chapel 
They stood together, chained in deep discourse^ 
The earth heaved nnder them with such a groan. 
That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen 
Bight on their heads. My Lord was sorely frightened j 
A fever seized him, and he made confession 
Of an the heretical and lawless talk 
Which broa^ this judgment : so the youth was seized 
And cast into tiiat ceU. My husband's father 
Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his hearf ; 
And once as he was working near the cell 
He heard a voice distinctly ) 'twas the youth's 
Who sang a doleful song about green fields. 
How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah. 
To hunt for food, and be a naked man^ 
And wander up abd down at liberty, 
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Leoni doted on the youth, and now * 
His love grew desperate j and defying deatli. 
He made tliat cunning entrance I described ; 
And the young man escaped. 

MARIA. 

'Tis a sweet tale. 
And what became of him ? 

FOSTER-MOTHER. 

He went on ship-board 
With those bold voyagers, who made discoveiy 
Of golden lands. Leoni's younger brotlier 
Went likewise, and when he returned to Spain, 
He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth. 
Soon after they arrived in that new world. 
In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat. 
And all alone, set sail by silent moonlight 
Up a great river, great as any sea. 
And ne*er was heard of more : but 'tis supposed, 
He lived and died among the savage men. 
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THE THOm. 



1. 

Ttiere is a Tliom-^it looks so old. 

In truth, you'd find it hard to saj 

How it could ever have been joung- 

It looks so old and grey. 

Not higher than a two years* child 

It stands erect, this aged Thorn j 

No leaves it has, no thorny points j 

It is a mass of knotted joints, 

A wretched thing forlorn. 

It stands ered, and like a stone 

With lichens it is overgrown. 
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II. 

Like rock or stone^ it is o*ergrown 

With lichens to the very top. 

And hung with heavy tufts of moss, 

A melancholy crop : 

Up from the earth these mosses creep, • 

And this poor Thorn they clasp it round 

So close, you'd say that they were bent 

With plain and manifest intent. 

To drag it to the ground -, 

And all had joined in one endeavour 

To bury this poor Thorn for ever. 

IIL 

High on a mountain's highest ridge. 

Where oft the stormy winter gale 

Cuts like a scythe, while through the clouds 

It sweeps from vale to vale 5 

Not five yards from the mountain path. 
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This Thorn you on your left espy 5 

And to the left, three yards beyond^ 

You see ft Httle muddy Pond 

Of water never dry y 

I*ve measured it from. side to side : 

Tis three feet long, and two feet wide. 

IV. 

And, close beside this aged Thorn> 
There is a fresh and lovely sight, 
A beauteous heap^ a Hill of moss. 
Just half a foot in height* 
All lovely colours there you see. 
All colours that were ever seen 5 
And mossy network too is there. 
As if by hand of lady fair 
The work had woven been ; 
And cups, the darlings of the eye. 
So deep is their verraillion dye. 
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V. 
Ahmel what lonely tints are there ! 
Of olive green and scarlet bright. 
In spikes^ in branches, and in starSj 
Green, red, and pearly white. 
This heap of earth overgrown with moss^ 
Which close beside the Thorn you see. 
So fresh in all its beauteous dyes. 
Is like an infant*s grave in size. 
As like as like can be : 
But never, never any where. 
An infant's grave was half so fair. 

VI. 

Now would you see this aged Thonij 
This Fond, and beauteous Hill of mosi^ 
You must take care and chose your time 
The mountain when to cross. 
For oft there sits^ between the Heap 



S9 

ThaCs Bke an in&nt's gtsnrt in size. 
And that staoe Food of whicii I 9ifcfk.% 
A Woman in a searlet doak> 
And to herself sbe cric8> 
'' Oh miseiy ! oh miseiy f 

« 

'' Oh woe 18 me ! ahnsaerf !^ 

vn. 

At all times of the day and night 
This wretched Woman thither goes |« 
And she is known to eveiy star. 
And every wind that blows ; 
And there beside the Thorn she sits 
When the bine day*light's in the skies. 
And when the whirlwind's on die hill. 
Or frosty air is keen and stSH^ 
And to herself she criea« 
** Oh misery ! oh misery ! 
'' Oh woe is me! ohnuseiyr^' 



€< 



if 



40 



VIII. 
'^ Now wheidbre^ thus^ by day and nighty 
In rain, in tempest^ and in snow. 
Thus to the dreaiy mountain-top 
** Does this poor Woman go } 
And why sits shl: beside the Thorn 
When the blue day-light*s in the sky, 
** Or when the whirlwind's on the hill, 
*' Or frosty air is keen and still, 
" And wherefore does she cry ?— 
" Oh wherefore ? wherefore ? tcU mc why 
*' Does she repeat that doleful cry ?' 
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I cannot tell ; I wish I could j 
For the true reason no one knows : 
But if you*d gladly view the spot^ 
The spot to which she goes 5 
The Heap that's like an infant's grave. 
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The Pond— and Thorn/ so old and grey. 
Pass by her door-^^tis sddom shut— 
And, if you see her in her hut, 
llien to the spot away f »• 
I never heard of such as dare 
Approach the spot when she is there. 

'^ But wherefore to the moontain-top^ 
'^ Can this unhappy Woman go» 
" Whatever star is in the skies, 
" Whatever wind may blow ?" 
Nay rack your brain— 'tis all in vain, 
ril tell you every thing 1 know -, 
But to the Thorn, and to the Pond 
Which is a little step beyond, 
I wish that you would go : 
Perhaps, when you are at the place. 
You 8<»]Qpthing of her talc may trace. 
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XI. 
I'U give you the best hdb I caa r 
Before you up the mountain ge^ 
Up to the dreaiy mountain-topj 
I'll tell you all I know. 
*TIs now some two dod twenty yettrs, 
Since she (her name is Martha Ray) 
Gave with a maiden's true good will 
Her company to Stephen Hill ', 
And she was blithe and gay^ 
And she was happy, ^^py ^^ 
Whene'er she thought of Stephen Hiil, 

And they had fix'd die wed^g-^y,. 

The morning that must wed them both i 

But Stephen to ahother Mai4 

Had sworn another oath } 

And with this other Maid to church 
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Unthinking Stephen went— 

Poor Martha ! on that WoiRil day 

A crael^ cruel fire^ they say. 

Into her bones was sent : 

It dried her body like a cinder. 

And almosf turned her brain to tinder. 

XIII. 

They say, full six months after this. 

While yet the summer leaves were green, 

4She to the mountain-top would go. 

And thoQ was ofbn seen* 

*Tis said, a child was in her womb. 

As now to any eye was plain } 

She warwith child, and she was ooad ; 

Yet often she was sober sad 

FroDOL her exceeding pdn. 

Oh me ! ten thousand times Td rather. 

That he had died, that cruel £ither 2 
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XIV. 
Sad case for such a brain to hold 
Communion with a stirring child f 
Sad case^ as you may thinks for one 
Who had a brain so wild ! 
Lairt Christmas when we talked of this^ 
Old Fanner Simpson did maintain^ 
That in her womb the infant wrought 
About its mother's hearty and brought 
Her senses back again : 
And when at last her time drew near^ 

Her looks were cahn> her senses clear. 

«.■••• 

XV. 

No more IJuiow^ I wish I did. 
And I would tell it all to you > 
For what became of this poor child 
There's none that ever knew : 
And if a child was born or no> 
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There*s no one that conld ever tell > 
And if *twas born alive or dead> 
There's no one knows^ as I have said ; 
But some remember well. 
That Martha Ray about this time 
Would up the mountain often climb. 

XVI. 
And all that winter, when at night 

r 

The wind blew from the mountain-peak, 

*Twas worth your while, though in the dark. 

The church«^yard path to seek : 

For many a time and oft were heard 

Cries coming from the mountain-head ; 

Some plainly living voices were ; 

And others, IVe. heard many swear. 

Were voices of die dead : 

I cannot think, whatever they say. 

They had to do with Martha Ray. 
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XVII. 

But that she goes to this <M llioni. 
The Thom whkh I've described to jaa^ 
And there sits in a scarlet cloak, 
I will be sworn u true* 
For one day with my tdescope. 
To view the ocean wide and bright. 
When to this country first I came. 
Ere I had heard of Martha's name, 
I dimbed the mountain's height ? 
A storm came on^ and I could see 
No objed higher than my knee. 

XVJII. 

*Twas mbt and rsin, and JBbxta and ram. 
No screen, no fenee cooki I cyscarer. 
And then the wind ! in faith, it waa 
A wind full ten times over. 
I looked around, I thcught I saw 



47 



A jutting^ crag, and off I ran^ 

Heftd-foremost, throagh the driring rain^ 

The shelter of the crag to gain^ 

And, as I am a man. 

Instead of jutting crag, I found 

A Woman seated on the grounds 

XIX. 

I did not speak — I saw her £900, 
In truth it was enough for me 5 
I turned about and heard hex cry, 
" O misery ! O nusery !** 
And there she sits^ until the moon 
Through half the dear blue sky will go 5 
And> when the littie bitezes make 
The waters ^ihc Food to shtke^ 
As all the country kaow^ 
She shudders^ and you hear her cry^ 
Ohmiseiy! tthmiseiy!** 



<« 



48 



XX, 

'' But wlmt's the Thorn ? and what's the Pond ? 

'^ And whats the Hill of moss to her ? 

^' And what's the creeping breeze that comes 

*' The little Pond to stir ?" 

I cannot tell ; but some wUl saj 

She hanged her baby on the tree ; 

Some say^ she drowned it in the pond^ 

Which is a little step beyond ^ 

But all and each agree^ 

The little babe was buried there> 

Beneath that Hill of moss so £iir. 

XXI. 

I've heard^ the moss is spotted red 
With drops of that poor infant's blood : 
But kill a new-bom infant thus ! 
I do not think she coidd« 
Some say^ if to the Pond you fo. 
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And fix on it a steady view^ 
The shadow of a babe you trace^ 
A baby and a baby's face^ 
And that it iooks at you ; 
Whene'er you look on it, *tis plain 
Hie baby looks at you again. 

XXIL 

And some had sworn an oath that she 
Should be to public justice brought : 
And for the little infant's bones 
With spades they wpold have sought^ 
But then the beauteous Hill of moss 
Before their eyes began to stir ; 
And for full fifb^r yards around. 
The grass it shook upon the ground -, 
But all do still aver 
The little babe is buried there. 
Beneath that Hill of moss so fair. 
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I caiinot tell how thu) tfigy he. 

But plain it is, the Thorn is bound 

With heavy tufb of moss^ that strive 

To drag it to the ground. 

And this I know, full man^r a time^ 

When she was on the mountain high. 

By day, and in the silent night. 

When all the stars shone dear and hrigh£. 

That I have heard her cry, 

" Oh misery ! oh misery ! 

'' O woe is mie ! oh miseiy !' 



i>» 



51 



WE ARE SEVEN. 



A simple cliild, dear brother Jim^ 
That lightl7 draws its breathy 
And feels its life in every limb^ 
What should it know of death ? 

I met a little cottage Girl : 
She was eight years old, she said ; 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 
That cluster*d ronnd her head. 

She had a rustic, woodland air. 
And she was wildly clad ; 
Her eyes were fair, and very fair ; 
—Her beauty made me glad» 
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'' Sisters and brothers^ little Maid> 
How many may you be ?'* 
How many > seven in all^" she said> 
And wondering looked at me. 

'' And where are they, I pray you tell ?" 
She answeredj '' Seven are we ; 
'^ And two of us at Conway dwell, 
" And two are gone to sea. 

'' Two of us In the church-yard lie. 
My sister and my brother. 
And in the church-3rard cottage, I 

'* Dwell near them with laj mother." 
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You say that two at Conway dweU, 

And two are gone to sea, 
*' Yet you are seven ^ I pray you tell, 
" Sweet Maid, how this may be ?'* 
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Then did the little M^ reply, 
'' Seven boys and girls are we j 
Two of us in the church-yard lie. 
Beneath the church-yard tree/* 
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'' You run about^ my little Maid, 
Your limbs they are alive i 
If two are in the church-^yard laid, 

'* Then ye are only five." 

I 

'* Their graves are green^ they may be seen,*' 
The little Maid replied, 

'' Twelve steps^or more from my mother's door, 
*' And they are side by side* 

" My stoc"kings there I often knit, 
'' My 'kerchief there I hem j 
'^ And there upon the ground I sit-—- 
^* I sit and sing to them. 
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'' And often after sun-set^ Sir, 
'' When it is Hght nid fair^ 
'' I take my littte poninger, 
** And eat my supper there. 

'' The first that died was little Jatib f 
'' In bed she moaning lay, 

*' Till (xod released her of hex pain ; 
*' And then she went away. 

** So in the cburch^yard she was laid^ 
*' And all the summer dry, 
** Together round her grave we played, 
^' My brother John and I. 

'' And, when the ground was white with snow, 

** And I could run and sUde^ 

'' My brother John was forced to go, 

** And he lies by her side." • 
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^^ How many are you then/* saidl» 
*' If they two are in Heavoi ?" 
Hie little Maiden did reply> 
" O Master ! we are seven." 



*^ But they are dead : those two are dead ! 
" Their spirits are in Heaven 1" 
*Twas throwing words away : for still 
The little Maid would have her will« 
And said, " Nay, we itre seven !** 
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JNECDOTMfor FATHERS, 

Shewing horn tht ^aetice wf^Lying may he taugkt. 



I have a Boy of five jears old ; 
Hb face is £iir and firesh to see j 
His limbs are cast in beauty's mouldy 
And dearly he loves me. 

One mom we stroll'd on our dry walk^ 
Oor quiet home all full in view^ 
And held such intennitted talk 
A9 we are wont to do. 
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My thooghts im former pleasures ran r 
I thouj^t of Kihre*8 delightful shote^ 
Our pleasimt hoipe, when Spring begnc^ 
Along^ long year before. 

A dqr it was when I could hear 
To think^ and thinks and think again j 
With so much happiness to spare^ 
I could not fed a pain. 

My Boy was by my side^ so slim 
And graceful in lus rustic dress ! 
And oftentimes I talked to him. 
In veiy idleness. • 

The young lambs ran a pretty race 3 
The morning isyn shone bright and warm j 
'^ Kilve/' said I^ ''was a jdeasant place 3 
'' And so is Liswyn tfrm. ; 
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<' My little Bof, vMiii like y<m flw*c/' 
I said^ and took iiim by &e attrh^ 
*' Our hom6 hy lCilve*s d^ghtful shore, 
*' Or here at Liswyn farm?" 

*' And tell me, had yoa ral!heri)6/* 

I said, and hdd hbn by the slrm, 

'^ At Kilye*8 smooth shore by the green 86a, 

'' Or here at ISiswyn farm ?" 

In careless mood he looked^ me. 
While still I held him l^ the arm. 
And said, '' At Kilve Fd rather be 
^' Than here at liswyn £mn.'* 

'^ Now, little £dward> say why so ; 
«' My litde Edward, teHme^y;"-- 
*^ I cannot teU, I do not know.** 
'^ Why this is strange," said I. 
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'^ For> here are woods; and |;rdett<-]uUs wanxi : 
^' There surely most- some leason be 
'' Why you i;roiuld change sweet liswyn farm 
^' For Kilve by the green s«^" 

At this^ my Boy hung down his head^ 
He blushed with shame, nor made reply \ 
And five times to the Child I said> 
'' Why, Edward, tell me why ?" 

His head he raised-— there was in sight. 
It caught his eye, he saw it plain—- 
Upon the house-top, glittering bright, 
A broad and ^ded vane. ^ v 

Then did the Boy his tongue unlock ; 
And thus to me he made n^ly ; 
*^ At Kilve there was no weatheT'-cock, 
^' And that*8 the reason why.*' 
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Oh dearest^ dearest Boy i: mf heart * 
For better lore would seldom jcam^ 
Coold I bat teach the faundxedth: ^art 
Of what from thee I learn. 
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i LINES 

ffritten at, a small dhtaitee'fr^M my Hwse, and stnthy 
my Rule boy to the person to vfhom they art addressed* 



It is the first nuld day of March : 
Each minute sweeter than before^ 
The Rfed-breast sings froiri the tftU Larch 
That stands beside our d^or. 

There is a blessing in the air. 
Which seems a sense of joy to yield 
To the bare trees, and mountains bare. 
And grass in the green field* 

» 

My Sister 1 ('tis a wish of mine) 
Now that our morning mealis done. 
Make haste, your morning taskj:tugu; 
Come forth and feel the, sun« 
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Edward will come with you 3 and pray. 
Put on with speed yonr woodland dress > 
And bdi^ no book : fortius one d^y 
We'll give to idleness. 

No joyless finxas shall regiiliite 
Oar living Cakodar : 
We firom to-day> my Friepd^ witt date 
The opening of the year. 

Love^ now an universal births 
From heart to heart is atealic^, 
Fr(»n eaith to man, from man to earth : 
—It is the hour of fteliog; 

One moment now may give us more 
Than fifty years of reason : 
Our min^ shall drink at cveiy pore 
The spirit of the 
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Some silent laws our hearts may make. 
Which they shall long obey : 
We for the year to come may take 
Our temper from to-day. 



And from the blessed power that rolls 
About, below, above, 
We*ll frame the measure of our souls t 
They shaU be tuned to love* 

Then come, my sister ! come, I pray. 
With speed put on your woodland dress ; 
•—And bring no book : for this one day 
iye*ll give to idleness^ 
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FEMALE VAGRANT. 
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TUB 



FEMALE VAGRANT. 



My Fatber wdA a good and pious man* 

An honest man by honest parents bxedi 

And I believe^ tha^ soon as I b^gan 

To lisp^ he ipade me kneel beside wf bed. 

And in his hearing there my prayers I said : 

And^ iafierwards, by my good Father tsugfat, 

I read^ and loved the books in which I read i 

For books in every nei^bouring house I sought. 

And notUng to i^y mind a swittter picaaure biought. 
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The suns of twenty summers danced along,— 

Ah ! little marked how fast they rolled away : 

Then rose a stately Hall our woods among^ 

And cottage afler cottage owned its sway. 

No joy to sec a neighbouring House^ or stray 

Through pastures not his own^ the master took ; 

My Father dared his greedy wish gainsay -, 

He loved his old hereditary nook^ 

And ill could I the thought of such sad parting brook. 

But^ -when he had refused the proffered gold. 

To cruel injuries he became a prey. 

Sore traversed in wliate*er he bought and sold r 

His troubles grew upon him day by day>. 

And all his substance fell into decay. 

They dealt most hardly with him^ and he tried 

To move their hearts— but it was vain— ibr they 

Seized all he had ^ and^ weeping side by side^ 

We sought a home where we uninjured might abide«. 
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It was in truth a lamentable hour 
When, fi-omthe last hill-top, my Sire sunrqred^ 
Peering above the trees, the steeple tower 
That on his marriage-day sweet music made. 
Till then he hoped his bones might there be Latd^ 
Close by my Mother^ in their native bowers ; 
Bidding me trust in God, he stood and prayed,— 
I could not pray :-^through tears that fell in showers^ 
I saw our own dear home^ that was no longer ouzs. 

There was a Youths whom I had loved so long^ 

That when I loved him not I cannot say« 

'Mid the green mountains many and many a Bong 

We two had sung, like gladsome birds in May. 

When we began to tire of childish phy 

We seemed still more and more to prize each Qtheri 

m 

We talked of marriage and our marriage day | 

And I in truth didiove him like a brother ; 

for never could I hope to meet with juch another. 
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Two years were pass'd, since to a distant Town 
He had repaired to ply the artbt's trade* 
What tears of bitter grief till then unknown ! 
What tender vows oar last sad kiss Mayed ! 
To him we tamed :— we had no other aid^ 
like one revived^ upon his neck I wept : 
And her whom he had loved in joy, he said 
He well coiild love in grief : his fktth he kept ^' 
And in a quiet home once more my Fa&er slept. 

We lived in peace and t;omfort j and were blest 
With daily bread, by constant toil supplied. 
Three lovdy Infants lay upon my breast 5 
And oRen, viewing then* 9weet snnles, I sighed. 
And knew not wl^. My happy Father died 
When sad distress reduced the Children's meal : 
Thrice happy 1 that ^om him the grave did hide 
The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent whed. 
And tears 'that flowed for ills whidi patience leould not 
heal. 
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Twas a hard chaoffe^ an evil time was comei 

We had no hope, and do relief could gain. 

But sooa^ day after day> the amy drum 

Beat round, to sweep the streets of want aod pain. 

My husband's arms now only served to atrain 

Me and bis chlMren hmg^^ring in his view : 

In such dismay my prayers and tears were vain t 

To join those nusefsble men he flew : 

And now to lAie sea-coast, with numbers move, we dsew. 

■ 

Them, long were we ne|^ected, and ixre bore 

Much sorrow ere the fleet its apchor wei^'d ^ 

Green fields before us end our oMsvie shom^ 

We breathed a pestilential air that made 

Ravage for whiob no kn^ was heavd. We pniy'd 

For our departure ; wish*d and wishtd-^'nor knew 

'Mid that iong sickness, and those hopc^ delay *d. 

That happier days we never more must view : 

The parting sq^nal streamed, at Jast the la^d widubsw; 
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But the calm summer season now was past. 
On as we drpve^ the equinoctial Deep 
Ran mountains-high before the howlii^ blast } 
And jnany perished in the whirlwind's sweep. 
We gazed with terror on their gloomy sleep. 
Untaught that soon such anguish must ensue^ 
Our hopes such harvest of afflidion reap. 
That we the mercy of the waves should rue. 
. Wip reached the Western Worlds a poor^ devoted crew. 

The pains and plagues that on our heads came down. 
Disease ^nd fiunine, agony and fear. 
In wood or wilderaesa, in can^ or town. 
It would thy brain imsetde» even to hear. 
All {)eEished«-all, in one remorseless year. 
Husband and Children ! one by one, fay swoixl 
And i^venous jxlague, all perished : eveiy tear 
Dried up, despairing, desolate, aa board 
Afritisb shipl ynkci^ as 6om a tnmoe restored. 
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Peaceful a%«ome immeasiirable plain 
By the first beams of dawning light impress'd^ 
In the calm sun-shine slept the glittering main. 
The very ocean haa its hour of rest. 
I too was calm^ diough heavily distress*d ! 
Oh *me^ how quiet sky and ocean were ! ' 

.My heart was healed within me^ I was bless'd^ 
And looked^ and looked along the silent air^ 
Until it seemed to bring a joy to my despair* 

Ah ! how unlike those late terrific Ueeps ! 
And groans> that rage of racking famine spoke : 
The unburied dead that lay in fiestering heaps ! 
The breathing pestilence that; j:oBe Jike smoke ! 
Hie shriek that firom the distant battle broke ! 
Th^ 0UQe*s dire earthquake^ and the pallid host 
Driven by tjie bomb's incessant thunder-itroke 
To loathsome vadts, where heart-sick aqguish l08S*d^ 
IJopedied^ and ftar itself in agony vm lost ! 
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At midnighi oocc the starmiiig Armj taaut. 
Yet do I see tiie mberable sights 
The Bayonet^ the Sddier^ and the Flame 
That followed us and &ced us in our ^ht s 
When Rapeiand Mucder by the ghaedy hi^t 
Seized their joint jnoey^ the Mother and the Child t 
But I mmst leave these tboughts.^^Fcoin lu^t to night, 
F^om day to day^ die air breathed soft and xaM ^ 
And on thpgUduig vessel Heaven and Ocean sniiled. 

Some mighty gul]^ of separation past, 
I seemed tsan^porfeed to another world :-«^ 
A thought leaignfld with pain> when from tha mast 
The impatiaal >iBBniier ^e sail un^rd^ 
And whiltitisig, called tiie wind that hardly curled 
The silent aea« jRaom the irweet thoughts of home> 
And from aM ^ape I waa for €var hurled. 
For mis-«-^n|)ie6t from earthly pert to roam 
Was best; oonld Ibut 4itm the spot where man migh^ 
come. 
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And (A I thoaght (my fancy was so strong) 
That I at last a restiog-idace had found $ 
Here wiU I dw^, said 1, 0^ whole li^lang^ 
Roaming the iUimitablei waters roond t 
Here will I live ;«— of every fiieod disown'd^ 
Here will I roam stoat the ocean fiood.*^ 
To break my dream the vessel reached its bouiid ; 
And homeless near a thousand homes I stoadj 
And near a thousand tables pinM, and wanted fixxL 

By grief entfoeUed was I turned adrift. 

Helpless as sailor oast on desart rook -, 

Nor mond to sny mouth that day did lift. 

Nor dared my hand at any door to knock. 

I lay, where with his dfowqr Motes, the Code 

From the cross timber of an out-house hung | 

Dismally tolled> .that night, Ike city dock ! 

At mom my sick heart hunger scarcely stung. 

Nor to the beggar's language could I frame my t^gue«. 
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So passed another day, and so the third ,* 
Then did I try in vain the crowd** resort. 
-^In deep despair by ixight^fiil. wishes stirr'd. 
Near the sea-side I reached a mined Fort : 
Theie^ pains which nature could no more support^ 
With blindness link*d, did on my vitals &11, 
And I had many interruptions short ' 
Of hideous sense ) I sank, nor step could crawl. 
And thence 'Was carried to a neighbouring Hospital* 

Recovery came with food : but still, my brain 
Was weak, nor of the past had memory. 
I heard my neighbours, tn their beds, complain 
Of many things which never troubled me^ 
Of fe6t. still bustling round with,, busy glee ; 
Of looks where commpn kindness had no part ; 
Of service done with careless cruelty. 
Fretting the fever round the languid heart ; 
And groans^ whicb^ as they said, would make a dead 
man start. 
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These things just served to stir the torpid seiise> . 

Nor paia nor pity In my bos<»n raised. * 

My memor}[ Hi^d.my strength returned y and thenca 

Dismissed^ ^ain por open day I gazed^ 

At houses^ *men^ and common lights amazed« . 

The lanes I sought^ and as the sun retired^ 

Came^ where beneath the trees a fa^ot blazed ; 

The Travellers saw me weep^ my fate enquired^ 

And gave me food^ and^rest^ more welcome^ more desired* 

My heart is touched to think that men like these^ ' 

Wild houseless Wanderers^ were my first relief;- 

How kindly did they paint their vagrant ease ! 

And their long holiday that feared not grief ! 

For all belonged to aU> and each was chiefs 

No plou^. their sinews strained ; on grating road ' 

No wain they drove 5 and yet the yellow sheaf 

In every vale for their detight was stow'd) 

In every fields with milk their dairy overflowed* 
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The]( with their pannier*d Asses semblance made 

Of Potters wandering on from door to door : 

But life of hapfHer sort to me pocirtra]r*d> 

And other joys my fancy to alluse ; 

The bag-pipe dinning on the midnight moor 

In bam upHghted^ and Companions boon 

WeH met from far with revelry secure^ 

Among the forest glades^ wh«i jocund June 

Kdled &st along the sky his warm and genial moon. . 

But ill they suited me ; those joumies dark 

0*er moor and mountain^ midnight theft to hatch ! 

Tq charm the surly House-dog's faithful bark. 

Or hang on tip-toe at the lifted latch ; 

Hie gloomy lantern^ and the dun blue match, 

TThe black dbgmse, the warning whistle shrill. 

And ear stiU busy on its nija^ily walch. 

Were not fiat me, brought up in nothing ill : 

Besid6s,on griefs sofiesh my thoughts werebrooding still. 
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yfbBt eonald I da, unaided and tmblest ! 

My Father I gone was ^eveiy friend of thioe t 

And kindred of dead hutinnd are at best 

Smatt hdlpi and^ after marriage iaeh as mine^ 

With little kindwffw woM. to me mchne. 

lU was I then for toSL ot service fit i 

With tears wboee coune no e^ft^aonld confme^ 

By the lood-side foigetftd uronld I wt 

W^ole hqursj my idle armfr m ini^ag' sovtovr kntt, 

I led a wandering life among the fields ^ 

Contentedly^ yet sometimes self-accused^ 

I liv*d upon what casual bounty 3rields^ 

Now coldly given> now utterly refused. 

The ground I for my bed have often used : 

But^ what afflicts my peace with keenest ruth 

Is, that I have my inner self abused^ 

Forgone the home delight of constant truths 

And clear and open soul^ so prized in fearless youth. 
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Tbree yeah thns w^inderii^, oftoi luve I Tiew'd> 

In t^iars/ the sun towards that caantrf tend 

Where my poor heart lost all its fortitude : 

And now across: thb moor my steps I bend—^ > 

Oh ! tell me whither* £oar no earthly friend 

Have I."— She ceased^ and weeping tamed away^ 

« 
As if because J^ tale was at an end 

She wept ; — ^because she had no more to say 

Of that peipetuai weight which on her spirit lay* 



81 



LINES 

3FRITTEN IN EARLY SPRING. 



t heard a thousand blended notes^ 
While in a grove I sate redined. 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind« 

To her fau* works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran ; 
And much it griev*d my heart to thmk 
What man has made of man. 
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Through prunrose tufts, in that sweet bower^ 
The periwinkle trailed its wreathes -, 
And *tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopp'd and play*d : 
Their thoughts I cannot measure : — • 
But the least motion which they made. 
It seem*d a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan. 
To catch the breezy air ; 
And I BQttst think, do all I can. 
That there was pleasure there. 

if I these thoughts may not piCYent, 
If such be of my creed the plan. 
Have I not xeason to lament 
What man has made of man ? 



83 



SIMON LEE, 

THE OLD HUSTSMAN^ 
tVith an incident in 'tohich h§ was etOteemtd* 



la the sttreet shixe of Curdigan^ 
Not far from pkasant lyor-haH^ 
An Old Man dwdbj a little man» 
I've heard he once was tall. 
Of years he has upon his back. 
No doabt^ a burthen weighty ; 
He says he is three score and ten> 
But others say he's eighty. 
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A long blue liveiy^coat has ht, 
That*s fair behind^ and fair before ; 
Yet, meet him where you will^ you see 
At once that he is poor. 
Full five and twenty years he lived 
A running Huntsman merry 5 
And, though he has but one eye lef^> 
His cheek is like a cherry. 



No man like him the horn coutd sounds 

And no man ^\yas so full of glee 5 

To say the l^t^ fourcoupties round 

Had heard of Simon Lee 3 

His Master's d^d, and no one now. 

Dwells in the hall of Ivor 5 

Men, Dogs, and Horses, all aze dead f 

He is the sole survivor. 
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And he is lean' and he is sick> 

His dwindled body's half awry ; 

His moles they are swoln and thick -, 

His legs are thin and dry. 

When he was young he Uttle knew 

Of husbandry or tillage -, 

And now he*« forced to work, though weak^ 

•—The weakest in the village. 



He all t)ie country could outrun. 

Could leave both man and horse behind > 

And often, ere the i:ace was done. 

He reeled and was stone-blind. 

And still there*8 something in the -^odi 

At which his heart rejoices ^ 

For when the chiming hounds aro out^ 

He dearly loves their voices I 
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His huntmg feats have him bereft 

Of his right eye, as you may see : 

And then^ what limbs those feats have left 

To poor old Simon Lee ! 

He has no son, he has no child. 

His Wife, an aged woman, 

lives with him, near the waterfall,. 

Upon the village Conomon^ 

Old Ruth works oat of doors with him. 

And does what Simon cannot do > 

For she, not over stout of limb,. 

Is stouter of the two. 

And, thongh you with yowr utmost skill 

From labour could not wean them, 

Alas ! 'tia very bttle, all 

Which they can d6 between them. 
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Beside their moss-grown hut of clay. 
Not twenty paces from the door, 
A scrap of land they have, but they 
Are poorest of the poor. 
This scrap of land he from the heatl> 
Enclosed when he was stronger ; 
But what avails the land to them. 
Which they can till no longer >. 



Few months' of life has he in &tore,r - < 

As he to you will tell. 

For still, the more he works, the more 

His poor old ancles swell. 

My gentle Rjcdder, I perceive 

How patiently you've waited. 

And I*m afraid that you expect 

Some tale will,be related^ 
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O Reader ! had you in your mind 
Such stores as silent thought can bring, 

gentle Reader ! you would find 
A tale in every thing. 

What more I have to say is short, 

1 hope you*ll kindly take it : 

It is no tale 5 but should you think. 
Perhaps a tale you*ll make it. 

One summer-day I chanced to see 
Tlus Old Man doing all he could 
About the root of an old tree, 
A stump of rotten wood. 
The mattock totter*d in his hand % 
So vain was his endeavour 
Ihat at the root of the dd tiee 
He might have worked for ever. 
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*' You're overtasked^ good Simon Lee, 

Give me your tool" to him I said 3 

And at the word ri^t gladly he 

Received my pntfer'd aid. 

I struck^ and with a single blow 

The tangled root I severed. 

At which the poor Old Man so long 

And vainly had endeavoured. 



The tears into his eyes were brought^ 
And thanks and praises seemed to run 
So i&st out of his hearty I thought 
They never would have done. 
-— IVe heard of hearts unkind^ kind deeds 
With (k>ldness still returning. 
Alas ! the gratitude of men 
\ Has ofhier left me mourning. 
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The mGHTJNGJLK 

Jfr'tHtn i» Afrit, 17g«, 



3^W^^^d^M 



No cloudy no rdique of the sunken day 
Distinguishes the West^ no long thin slip 
Of sullen Dght^ no obscure trembling hues. 
Come, we will rest on this old mossy Bridge I 
You see the glimmer of the stream beneath> 
But hear no murmuring : it flows silently 
O'er its soft bed of verdure. All is still, 
A balmy night ! and tho* the stars be dim. 
Yet let us diink upon the vernal showers 
That gladden the green earth, and we shall iind 
A pleasure in the dimness of the stars. 
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And hark ! the Nightingale begins its song, 

'^ Most musical^ most mdancholy''* Bird I 

A melancholy Bird } O idle thought ! 

In nature there is nothing melancholy. 

—But some night-wandering Man, whose heart was pierc*d 

With the remembrance of a grievoos wrong. 

Or slow distemper, or neglected love, 

(And so, poor wrelch ! fiU*d all things with himselfj 

And made all geode Bonnda tell back the tale 

Ofhisc^vnaoTNywa) he and such as he 

First named tlnae notes a mekncholy stcaia x « 

And 9Udiy a poet echoes the concek ; 

Poet, who hath been bcukling up the rhyme 

* ** Most musieal, nMt mtlanchofy.*' This passage in Milton 
possesses an ezecUence far snpwior t^ tliat of mem description : 
It is spoken in the cb^acier of the tnelancholjr Man, and has 
therefore a dramatic propriety. The Author makes thisremark, 
to rescue himsdf from the charge of having alluded with levity 
\ to a line in MtHon : a charge than wliich non« could be more 

painful to^him^ »ccpt perhaps that of having ridiculed his 
Bible. 
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When b0 had better far have stretched hiis limbs 
Beside a brook in mossy f<»nest->dell 
By sun or mbon-light> to the influxes 
Of shapes and sounds and shifting elements 
ISurrendering his whole spirit^ of his song 
And of his fame forgetild ! so his fame 
Should share in nature^s immortalityy 
« A venend>le thii:^ ! and so his soe^ 
Should make all natun lorclter^ and itself 
Be lov'd^ like nature !-^But 'twill not be lo > 
And youths and maidens most poetical 
Who lose the deep'ning twilights of the spring 
In ball-rooms and hot theatres^ they still 
Full of meek sjrmpathy must heave their sighs 
O^er Philomela's pity-pleading strains* 
My Friend^ and my Friend's Sister ! we have learnt 
A different lore : we may not thus piofane 
Nature's sweet voices aiwajs ftdl of love 
And joyance ! lis the merry Nightingale 
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That crowds, and liurries, and precipitates 
With fast thick warble his delicipug. notes. 
As he were fearful, that an April night 
Would be too short for him to utter forth 
His love-chant, and disburthen his full soul 
Of all its music I And I know a grove 
Of large extent, hard by a castle bugq 
Which the great lord inhabits not : and so 
This grove is wild with tangling underwood^ 
And the trim walks are Inroken up> and grass^ 
Thin grass and king-cups grow within the paths. 
But never elsewhere in one place I knew 
So many Nightingales : and far and near 
In wood and thicket over the wide grove 
They an&fwer and provoke each other's soogSf^ 
With skirmish and capricious passagingSj, 
And murmurs musical and swift jug jug 
And one low piping sound more sweet than all— » 
Stirring the air with such an harmony^ 
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That should 70a close your eyes^ you ought almost 
Forget it was not day. 

A most gentle Maid 
Who dwelleth in her hospitable home 
Hard by the Castle^ and at latest eve> 
(Even like a Lady vow*d and dedicate 
To sometiung m6re &an nature in the grove) 
Glides tfaio* the padiways; she knows all their notes^ 
That gentle Maid I and oft> a moments space> 
What time tbe moon wa* lost behind a doud. 
Hath heard a pause of silence : till the Moon 
Emerging, hath awaken*d earth and slqr 
With one sensation, and those wakeful Birds 
Have all burst forth with choral minstrelsy. 
As if one quick and sudden Gale had swept 
An hundred airy harps 1 And she hath watch*d 
Many a Nightingale perch giddily 
On Uosmy tvriig still fwioging 6/Qm the breeze. 
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Aiid to that motion tune his wanton song. 
Like tipsy Joy that reels vr'itii tossing head. 

Farewell, O Warbler ! till to-m6rrow eve. 

Arid you, my friends ! ferewell, a short farewell ! 

We have been loitering long and pleasantly 

And now for our dear homes.— That strain again t 

Full fain it would delay me 1 My dear Babe^ 

Who, capable of no articulate sound. 

Mars all things with his imitative lisp. 

How he would place his hand beside his ear. 

His little hand, the small forefinger up. 

And bid us listen ! And I deem it wise 

To make him Nature*s playmate. He knows well 

The evening star : and once when he awoke 

In most distressful mood (some inward pain 

Had made up that strange thing, an infant's dream) 

I hurried with him to our orchard plot. 

And he beholds the moon^ and hush'd at once 
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Suspends his sohSj and lao^ most sikntlfj 
While his fair eyes that swiim with undiopt tean 
Did glitter in the yellow moon-beam ! Well- 
It is a fiither*s tale. But if that Heaven 
Should give me life^ his childhood shall grow up 
Familiar with these songs^ that with the night 
He may associate Joy ! Qnoemorefiurewell, 
Sweet Nightingale! once more^ my friends! farewell. 



THE 



IDIOT BOY. 
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The IDIOT BOY. 



Tis eight o'clock, — z clear March night. 
The Moon is up — ^the Sky is blue. 
The Owlet in the moonlight air. 
He shouts from nobody knows where ; 
He lengthens out his lonely shout. 
Halloo ! halloo ! a long halloo ! 

—Why bustle thus about your door. 
What means this bustle, Betty Foy ^ 
Why are you in t^s mighty fret ? 
And why on horseback have you set 
Him whom you love, your Idiot Boy ? 
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Beneath the Moon that shines so bright^ 
Till she is tired, let Betty Foy 
With girt and stirrup fiddle-faddle ; 
But wherefore set upon a saddle 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy ? 

There's scarce a soul that's out of bed ; 
€rood Betty put him down again 3 
His lips with joy they burr at you | 
But, Betty ! what has he to do 
With stirrup, saddle, or with rein ? 

The world will say 'tis very idle. 
Bethink you of the time of night 3 
There's not a mother, no not one. 
But when she hears what you have done. 
Oh! Betty she'll be in a fright. 



101 

But Betty's bent on her intent. 
For her good neighbour, Susan Gale, 
Old Susan, she who dwells alone. 
Is sick, and makes a piteous moan. 
As if her very life would faD. 

There's not a house within a mile. 
No hand to help them in distress : 
Old Susan lies a-bed in pain. 
And sorely puzzled are the twain. 
For what she ails they cannot guess. 

And Betty's Husband's at the wood. 
Where by the week he doth abide, 
' A Woodman in the distant vale j 
There's none to help poor Susan Gale, 
What must be done ? what will betide ? 
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And Betty from the lane has fetehed 
Her Pony^ diat is mild and good. 
Whether he be in joy or pain. 
Feeding at will along the lane. 
Or bringing faggots from the wood. 

And he is all in travelling trim. 
And by the nioonlight, Betty Foy 
Has up upon the saddle set. 
The like was never heard of yet, 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy. 

And he must post without delay 
Across the bridge thafs io the dale. 
And by the church, and o*er the down. 
To bring a Do^r fiom the town. 
Or she will die, old Susan Gale. 
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There is tio need of boot or spiJr, 
There is no need of 'wiiip or wand. 
For Johnny has his hollj-bough. 
And with a horlj-burly now 
He shakes the green bough in his hand. 

And Betty o*er and o*er has told 
The fioy who is her best delight^ 
Both what to foUow^ what to shun; 
What do, and what to leave undone. 
How turn to left, and how to right. 

And Betty's most especial change. 
Was, '^ Johnny ! Jdinny ! mind that you 
** Come home agdn, nor stop at all, 
'^ Ck>me home again, whatever befal, 
^^ My Johnny do, I pray you do." 
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To this did Johnny answer make. 
Both with his head^ and with his hand. 
And proudly shook the bridle too^ 
And then ! his words were not a £sw. 
Which Betty well could understand. 

And now that Johnny is just going. 
Though Betty's in a mighty fluny^ 
She gently pats the Pony's side^ 
On which her Idiot Boy must ride. 
And seems no longer in a huny. 

But when the Pony moved his legs. 
Oh ! then for the poor Idiot Boy ! 
For joy he cannot hold the bridle. 
For joy his head and heels are idle, 
He*s idle all for very joy. 
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And while the Pony mores his 1^^ 
In Johnny^s left hand you may see^ 
The green bough*s motionless and dead : 
The Moon that shines above his head 
Is not more still and mute than he. 



His heart it was so full of glee^ 
That till full fif^ yards were gone> 
^- He quite forgot hb hoDy whip. 

And all his skill in horsemanship. 
Oh ! happy, happy, happy John. 

And Betty*s standing at the door. 
And Betty*s face with joy overflows. 
Proud of herself, and proud of him. 
She sees him in his travelling trim ; 
How quietly her Johnny goes. 
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The silence of her Idiot Boy, 

What hopes it sends to Betty's heart ! ( 

He's at the Guide-post*-he turns rights 

She watches till he's oat of sight. 

And BetQr will not then depart. 



Burr, burr— now Johnny's lips they burr. 
As loud as any mill, or near it. 
Meek 98 a lamb the Pony moves. 
And Johnny makes the ndse he loves. 
And Betty listens, glad to hear it. 

Away she hies to Susan Gale : 
And Johnny's in a merry tune. 
The Owlets hoot, the Owlets curr. 
And Johnny's lips they burr, burr, burr. 
And on he goes beneath the Moon. 
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His Steed and He right mil 9gnt, 
For of this Pony there's A rumour^ 
That should he lose his eyes and ears^ 
And should he live a thousand 7ear8> 
He never will he out ef humour. 



But then he is a Horse that thinks ! 
And when he thinks his paoe is slack $ 
Now, though he knows poor Johnny well. 
Yet for his life he cannot tell 
What he has got upon lus back. 

I So through the moonlight lanes they go. 

And far into the moonlight dale. 
And by the church, and o*er the down, 

^ To bring a DoAor from the town. 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale. 
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And Betty, now at Susan's side^ 
Is in the middle. of her story. 
What comfort Johnny soon will bring. 
With many a most diverting thing. 
Of Johnny^s wit and Johnny's glory. 

And Betty's still at Susan's side : 
By this time she's not quite so flurried > 
Demure with porringer and plate 
She sits, as if in Susan's fate 
Her life and soul were buried. 



But Betty, poor good woman ! she. 
You plainly in her face may read it. 
Could lend out of that moment's store 
Five years of happiness or more. 
To any tlwt might need it. 
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But yet I guess that now aiid then 
With Betty all was not so well. 
And to the road she turns her ears. 
And thence full many a sound she hears. 
Which she to Susan will not teD. 
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Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans ; 
*' As sure as there's a moon in heaven," 
Cries Betty, *' he*ll be back again -, 
" They'll both be here— 'tis ahnost ten— 
" They'll both be here before eleven." 

Poor Susan moans, poor Susan groans ; 
The clock gives warning for eleven ; 
lis on the stroke—" If Johnny's near," 
Quoth Betty *' he will soon be here, 
*' As sure as there's a moon in heaven." 
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The dock is on the stroke of twelve^ 
And Johnny is not yet in t^t, 
^-The Moon's in faearea, as Betty sees^ 
But Betty is not quite at ease -, 
And Susan has a dreadful night. 

AndBetty^ half an hoar ago^ 
On Johnny vile reflections cast : 
'' A little idle saunterii:^ Thing !*' 
With other names^ an endless string. 
But now that time is gone and past. 

And Betty's droq)ing at the he^. 
That happy time all past and gone^ 
*' How can it be he is so late ? 
" The Dodor he has made him wait^ 
'' Susan ! they'll both be here anon.'* 
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And Susan's growing worse and worse^ 
And Betty's in a sad quandary -, 
And then there's nobody to say 
If she must go or she must stay ! 
-—She's in a sad quandary* 

The dock is on the stroke of one $ 
But neither Dodor Bor his Guide 
Appear along the. moorii|^ road $ 
There's neither horse nor fiian abroad^ 
And Betty's still at Susan's side* 

And Susan she b^^ to fear 
Of sad mischances not a few^ 
That Johnny may perhaps be drown'd^ 
Or lost perhaps^ «nd never found -, 
Which they must both for ever rue^ 
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She prefaced half a hint of this 
With, " God forbid it should be trac !" 
At the first word that Susan said 
Cried Betty, rising from the bed, 
" Susan^ I'd gladly stay with youv 



'^ I must be gone, I must away, 
*' Consider, Johnny's but half<*wise ; 
*' Susan, we must take care of him, 
*' If he is hurt in life or limb"— 
'^ Oh Grod forbid !'* poor Susan criesi ' 

'^ What can I do ?" says Betty, going, 
'^ What can I do to ease your pain ? 
^^ Grood Susan tell me, and Fll stay } 
'^ I fear you're in a dreadful Way, 
'' But I shall soon be back again.*' 
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♦' Nay, Betty, go ! good Betty, go ! 
" There's nothing that can ease my pain/ 
Then off she hies, but with a prayer 
That God poor Susan's life would spare. 
Till she comes back again. 

So, through the nooonlight lane she goes. 
And far into the moonlight dale \ 
And how she ran, and how she walked. 
And all that to herself she talked. 
Would surely be a tedious tale« 

In high 9nd low, above, below. 
In great and small, in round and square. 
In tree and tower was Johnny seen. 
In bush and brake, in black and green, 
Twas Johnny, Johnny, everywhere. 



She's past the bridge that's in the dale, 
Atid oow the thought tomients her sore, 
Johnny perhaps his horse forsook. 
To hunt the moon that's in the brook. 
And never will be hi^d of more. 

And now she's high upon the down. 
Alone amid a prospect wide ; 
Hiere's neither Johni^ nor hi* Horse 
Among the fern or in the gorse ; 
There's neither Poct<K nor his Guide. 

" Oh saints \ what b bccofne of him } 
" Perh^s he's climbed into an oak, 
" Where he will stay til) he is dead ; 
" Or, sadly he has been misled, 
" And joined the waodering gypsef-fdk. 
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^ Or him that wicked Pony's carried 
To the dark cave, the gobUn's liall • 
Or in the castle he's pursuing^ 
Among the ghostft> his own undoing ; 
*' Or playing with the waterfall.'* 

At poor old Susan then ihe railed. 
While to the town she posts away ; 
" If Susan had not been so ill^ 
^' Alas ! I should have had him still, 
*' My Johnny, till my dying day.'* 

Poor Betty t in this sad distemper^ 
The Doctor's self would hardly spare. 
Unworthy things she talked and wild. 
Even he, of cattle the most mild. 
The Pony had his share* 
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And now she*s got into the town^ 
And to the poctor*s door she hies 5 
Tis sDence aU on every side 5 
The town so long, the town so wide^ 
Is silent as the skies. 



And now she's at the Doctor's door. 
She lifts the knocker, rap, rap, rap f 
The Doctor at the casement shews 
His ^dmmering eyes that peep and dose; 
And one hand rubs his old night-cap» 

*' Oh Doctor ! Doctor ! where*s my Johnny ?" 
'* I'm here, what is't you want with me ?*' 
'^ Oh Sir! you know I'm Betty Foy, 
*' And I have lost my poor dear Boy, 
'^ You know him — him you often see ; 
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*' He's not so wise as some folks be," 

*' The devil take his wisdom !" said 

The Doctor^ looking somewhat grim, 

'' What, Woman ! should I know of him ?" 

And, grumbling, he went back to bed, 

^' O woe is me ! O woe is me ! 
" Here will I die J here will I die 5 
*^ I thought to find my Johnny here, 
'' But he is neither far nor near, 
^' Oh ! what a wretched Mother I V" 

She stops, she stands, she looks about. 
Which way to turn she cannot tell. 
Poor Betty ! it would ease her pain 
If she had heart to knock again $ 
—The clock strikes three^a dismal knell ! 
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Then up along the town she hies. 

No wonder if her senses fail. 

This piteous news so much it shocked her. 

She quite forgot to send the Doctor^ 

To comfort poor old Susan Gale^ 

And now she's high upon the down. 
And she can see a mile of road ; 
'^ Oh cruel ! Vm almost threescore ; 
" Such night as this was ne'er before, 
'' There's not a single soul abroad." 

She listens, but she cannot hear 
The foot of horse, the voice of man j 
The streams with softest sound are flowing. 
The grass you almost hear it growing. 
You hear it now if e'er yoa can. 
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The Owlets through the long blue night 
Are shouting to each other still : 
Fond lovers ! yet not quite hob nob. 
They lengthen out the tremulous sob. 
That echoes far firom hill to hill. 



Poor Betty nqw has lost all hope. 
Her thoughts are bent on deadly sin : 
A green-grown pond she just has passed. 
And from the brink she hurries fast. 
Lest she should drown herself th^ein. 



And now she sits her down and weeps } 

Such tears she never shed before ; 

'^ Oh dear,, dear Pony ! my sweet joy f 

*' Oh carry back my Idiot Boy ! 

" And we will ne'er o*erioad thee more J' 
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A thought is come into her head : 
The Pony he is mild and gobd^ 
And we have always used him well y 
Perhaps he's gone along the dell^ 

" And carried Johnny to the wood/* 

Then up she springs as if on wings ; 
She thinks no more of deadly sin ; 
If Betty fifty ponds should see^ 
The last of all her thoughts would be^ 
To drown herself therein. 



O Reader! now that I might tell 
.What Johnny and his Horse are doing ! 
What theyVe been doing all this time^ 
Oh could I put it into rhynoe^ 
A most delightful tale punning ! 
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iNerhaps^ and no unlikely thought ! 
He with his Pony now doth roam 
The cliffs and peaks so high that are^ 
To lay his hands upon a star^ 
And in his pocket bring it home. 

Perhaps he's turned himself about^ 
His face unto his horse's tail^ 
And still and mute^ in wonder lost^ 
All like a silent Horseman-Ghost^ 
He travels cm along the vale. 

And now^ perhaps^ he's hunting sheep^ 
H A fierce and dreadful hunter he ; 

^ Yon valley^ that's so trim and green^ 

In five months' time^ should he be seen^ 

A desart wilderness wSlU)e. 



Perhaps^ with^hcad and heels on fir6j 
And like the very soul of evil, 
He*s galloping away, away. 
And 80 he*ll gallop on for aye. 
The bane of all that dread the devil. 

I to the Muses have been bound 

These fourteen years, by strong indentures 

Oh gentle Muses ! let me tell 

But half of what to him befel. 

He surely met with strange adventures « 

Oh gentle Muses ! is this kind ? 
Why will ye thus my suit repel ? 
Why of your further aid bereave me ? 
And can ye thus unfriended leave me ; 
Ye Muses ! whom I leve so well. 
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Who's yoo, that, near the waterfall. 
Which thunders down with headlong focce^ 
Beneath the Moon, yet shining fair. 
As careless as if nothing were. 
Sits upright on a feeding Horse 5 

Unto his Horse, diat's feeding free. 
He seems, I think, the rein to g^ve -, 
Of Moon or Stars he takes no heed ] 
Of such we in ronumces read, 
— ^"Tis Johnny ! Johnny ! as I live. 

And that's the very Pony too. 
Where is she, whore is Betty Foy } 
She hardly can sustain her fears ', 
The roaring water-fall ^e hears. 
And cannot find her Idiot Boy. 
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Your Pony*s worth his weight in gold> 
Then cahn your terrorB^ Betty Foy ! 
She's coming from among the trees^ 
And now all full in view she sees 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy. 

And Betty sees the Pony too t 

Why stand you thus, good Betty Foy ? 

It is no goblin, 'tis no ghost, 

Tis he whom you so long have lost. 

He whom you love, your Idiot Boy. 

She looks again— her arms are up— 
She screams— she cannot move for joy > 
She darts as with a torrent's force. 
She almost has o'ertumed the Horse, 
And fast she holds her Idiot Boy. 



/ 
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And Johnny burrs^ and laughs aloud> 
Whether in cunning or in joy, 
I cannot tell 5 but while he laughs, 
Betty a drunken pleasure quaffs. 
To hear again her Idiot Boy. 

And now she*s at the Pony's tail. 
And now she's at the Pony's head. 
On that side now, and now on this. 
And almost stifled with her bliss, 
A few sad tears does Betty shed. 

She kisses o'er and o'er again. 
Him whom she loves, her Idiot Boy, 
She's happy here, she's happy there. 
She is uneasy every where ; 
Her limbs are all alive with joy. 
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She pats the Pony, where or when 
She knows not, happy Betty Foy ! 
The little Pony glad may be. 
But he is milder far than she^ 
You hardly can perceive his joy. 

'' Oh ! Johnny, never mind the Doctor ; 
'^ YouVe done your best, and that is all." 
She took the reins, when this was said. 
And gently turned the Pony's head 
From the loud water-fall. 

By this the stars were almost gone. 
The moon was setting on the hill. 
So pale you scarcely looked at her : 
The little birds began to stir. 
Though yet their tongues were still. 
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Tlie Pony, Betty, and her Boy, 
Wind slowly through th« woody dale ; 
And, who is she, be-times abroad. 
That hobbles up the ft^ep rough road ? 
Who is it, but old Susan Gale ? 

Long Susan lay.deep \o9i in thought. 
And many dreadful fearg beset her, 
' Bo^ for her Messenger and Nurse ; 
And as her mind grew worse and worse. 
Her body it grew better. 

She turned, she toss'd herself in bed. 
On all sides doubts and terrors met her -, 
Point after point did she discuss ; 
And while her mind was fighting thus, 
I Her body still grew better. 
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'' Alas ! what is become of them ? 

'' These fears can never be endured^ 

" rU to the wood."— The word scarce said^ 

Did Susan rise up from her bed^ 

As if by magic cured* 

Away she posts up hill and down. 

And to the wood at length is come^ 

She spies her Friends, she shouts a greeting ^ 

Oh me I it is a merry meeting. 

As ever was in Christendom* 



The Owls have hardly sung their last. 
While our four Travellers homeward wend ; 
The Owls have hooted all night long. 
And with the Owls began my song^ 
And with the Owls must end*. 
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For, while the}r all were travelling home^ 
Cried Betty, " Tell us Johnny, do, 
*' Where all this long night you have been. 
What you have heard, what you have seen^ 
And Johnny, mind you tell us true.** 



«€ 



•t 



Now Johnny all night long had heard 
The Owls in tuneful concert strive } 
No donbt too he the Moon had seen ; 
For in the moonlight he had been 
From dght o'clock tHl five. 

# 

And thus to Betty*s question, he. 
Made answer, like a Traveller bold, 
(His very words I give to you,) 
*' The Cocks did crow to-whoo^ to-whoo, 
*' And the Sun did shine so cold." 
-^Thiiii answered Johnny in his glory. 
And that was all his travel's stoiy. 
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LOVE. 



All Thoaghts, all Passions, all Delights, 
Whatever stirs tlus mortal Frame, 
All are but Mixusters of LoYe, 
And feed his sacired flaiae. 

Oft in my waking dreapis do I 
live o*er again that happy hoar> 
When midway on the Mount I lay 
Beside the Ruin*d Tower/ 

The Mooni&htne iftealing o*er the sceao 
Had blended with the Lights of Eire ^ 
And she was there^ my Hope^ my Joy^ 9 i 

My own dear Genevieve \ 
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She lean*d agsrfnst the Amied Man> 

The Statue of the Armed Knight : 

She stood and listen*d to my Harp 

Amid the lingering light. 

Few Sorrows hath she of her own. 
My Hope, my Joy, my Crenevieve ! 
She loves me hest^ whene'er I sing 
The Songs^ that make her griere. 

I play*d a soft and doleful Air, 
I sang an old and movii^ Story-— 
An old rude Song that fitted well 
The Ruin wild and hoary. 

She listened with a flirting Blnsh, 
With downcast Eyes and modest Grace ^ 
For wl she knew^ I could not choose 
But gaze upon her Facew 
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J tdd her of the Knight^ that Woie 
Upon his Shield a burning Brand ; 
And that for ten long Years he woo*d 
The Lady of the Land. 

I told her^ how he pin*d : ' and^ ah ! 
The low^ the deep^ the pleading tone. 
With which I sang another's Love^ 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen*d with a flitting Blush, 
With downcast Eyes and modest Grace 5 
And she forgave me^ that I gaz'd 
Too fondly on her Face ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn . 
Which craz*d this bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he crossed the mountain woods 
Nor rested day nor night ; 
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That sometimes from the savage Den, 
And sometimes from the darksome Shade^ 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny Glade^ 

There came^ and look*d him in the face^ 
An Angel beautiful and bright 5 
And that he knew^ it was a Flend^ 
This miserable Knight ! 

And how^ unknowing what he did^ 
He leapt amid a murderous Band^ 
And sav*d from Outrage worse than Death. 
The Lady of the Land 5 

And how she wept and clasp'd his knees^ 
And how she tended him in vain— 
And ever strove to expiate 

The Scoro^ that craz'd his Brain : 
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And that she nnn'd him in a Cave ; 
And bow his Madness went awaj 
When OQ the yellow forest leavei 
A dying Man he lay ; 

His dying words— but when I reach'd 

That tenderegt strain of all the Ditty, 

My ialt'ring Voice and pausix^ Harp 

Distutti'd her Sool with Vity *. 

All Impulses of Soul and Sense 
Had thrill'4 niy guileless Genevieve, 
The Music, and the doleful Tale, 
The rich and balmy Ere ; 

And Hopes, and Fears that kindle Hope, 
An undistingnishable Tbiong^! 
And gentle Wishes long subdued. 
Subdued and cherish'd long ! 
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She wept with pity and delight^ 
She blush*d with love and maiden shame i 
And^ like the munnnr of a dream^ 
I heard her breathe my naitt^,^ 

Her bosom heav'd^-she stepp*d aside ; 
As conscious of my Look^ she stepp'd-* 
Then suddenly with timorous eye 
She fled tp me and wept 

She half inclosed me with her arms^ 
She pressed me with a meek embrace -, 
And bending back her head look'd up^ 
And gaz'd upon my face. 

Twas partly Love, and partly Fear^ 
And partly *twas a bashful Art 
That I might rather feel than see 
The Swelling of her Heart. 
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I calm*d her feajrs } and she was cakn^ 
And tdd her love with virgin Pride. 
And so I won my Genevieve^ 

My bright and beauteous Bride ! 
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The MAD MOTHER. 



Her eyes are wild^ her head is bare» 

The sun has burnt her coal-black hair^ 

Her eye-brows haire a rusty stain^ 

And she came far from over the main. 

She has a baby on her arm, 

Or else she were alone > 

And underneath the hay-stack wasm^ 

And on the green-wood stone^ 

She talked aujd sung the woods among ; 

And it was inthe English tongue. 
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'' Sweet Babe ! they say that I am mad> 
But nay, my heart is far too glad ; 
And I am happy when I sing 
Full many a sad and doleftilthibg : 
Then, lovely Baby, do not fear ! 
I pray thee^ve no fear of me^ 
But, safe as in a cradle, here 
My lovely Baby ! thou shalt be. 
To thee I know too much I owe > 
I cannot work thee any woe. 

A fire was once within my brain $ 
And in my head a dull, dull pain y 
And fiendkh &oes one, two, three. 
Hung at my breasts, and palled at me^ 
But then there came a sight of joy 5 
It came at once to do me good f 
I waked, and saw my little Boy, 
My little Boy of flesh and blood -, 
Oh joy for me that sight to see ! 
For he was here, and only he. 



139 

Suck, little Babe^ oh sock again ! 
It cools my blood 5 it cools my brain ; 
Thy lips I fed them^ Baby ! they 
Draw from my heart the pain away. 
Oh ! press me with thy little hand >- 
It loosens something at my chest ', 
About that tight and deadly band 
I fed thy little fingers press*d. 
The breexe I see is in the tree ; 
It comes to cool my Babe and me. 

Oh ! love me, love me, little Boy ! 
Thou art thy Mother's only joy ^ 
And do not dread tlie waves below. 
When o'er the sea-rock*s edge we go j 
The high crag cannot work me harm. 
Nor leaping torrents when tliey howl -, 
The Babe I cany on my arm. 
He saves for me my predous soul > 
Then happy lie, for blest am I ; 
Without me my sweet Babe would die.* 
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Then do not fear^ my Boy I for thee 
Bold as a lion I will be ; 
And I will always be thy guide/. 
Through ho)low snows and rivers wide. 
I'll build an Indianbower ^ I know 
The leaves that aiake the softest bed : 
And^ if from me thou wilt not go. 
But still be true 'till I am dead. 
My pretty thing ! then thou sfaalt sing 
As merry as the birds in spring. 

Thy Father cares not for my breast, 
Tis thine^ sweet Baby^ there to rest : 
lis all thine own ! said, if its hue 
Be changed, that was so fair to view, 
lis fair enough for thee, my dove ! 

t 

My beauty,, little Child, is flown; 
But thou wilt live with me in love. 
And what if my poor cheek be brown ? 
Tis well for me> thou canst not see 
How pale and wan it else would be. 
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Dread not tbcir tauntSj my litde life I 
I am thy Father^s wedded Wife j 
And undenieath the spreading tree 
We two will live in honesty. 
If hb sweet Boy he could forsake^ 
With me he^ never would have stay'd : 
From him no harm my Babe can take,. 
But he^ poor Man ! is wretched made^ 
And every day we two will pray 
For him that^s gone and far away» 

I'll teach my Boy the sweetest things f 

1*11 teach him how the owlet sings. 

My little Babe 1 thy lips are stiU^ 

And thou hast almost suck'd thy fill. 

— ^Where art thou gone my own dear Child } 

What wicked looks are those I see ? 

Alas t alas ! that look so wild. 

It never, never came from me : 

If thou art mad, my pretty lad. 

Then I must be for ever sad. 

/ 
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Oh I smile on me, my Ikde kmbf 

For I thy own dear Mother am. 

My love for thee ha» well been teied : 

IVe sought thy Father £ur acid wide. 

I know the polscms of die shade, 

I know the eartl>iiats fit for food ; 

Then, pretty dear, be not afraid ^ 

We*ll find thy Father in the wood. 

Now laugh and be gay, to the woods away ! 

And there, my babe 5 we*il live for aye. 
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A POET'S REVERIE. 
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THE 



ANCIENT MARINER. 



I. 



It is an ancient Mariner^ 

And he stoppeth one of three : 
'^ By thy long grey beard, and thy glittering ey^ 

" Now wherefore stoppest me ? 
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The Bridegroom's doors are open*d wide 
'* And I am next of kin 3 
*' The Guests are met^ the Feast is setj— 
May'st hear the. merry din.*' 

K 
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But still he holds the wedding guest- 
There was a Ship, quoth he — 

" Nay, if thou*st got a laughgome tale, 
*' Mariner ! come with me,'* 

He holds him with his skinny hand. 

Quoth he, there was a Ship — 
^^ Now get thee hence, thou grey-beard Loon ! 

*^ Or my Staff shall make thee skip.'* 

He holds him with his glittering eye— 

The wedding guest stood stiH 
An4 listens l&e a &ree year's child) 

The Marina: kath his will. 

The wedding-guest sate ott a stone. 

He cannot chuse but hear : 
And thus f^ake on that ancient man. 

The bright-eyed Manner. 
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The Ship was dbeer'd^ the Harbour dear* 

Merrily did we drop 
Below the Kirk^ below the Hill^ 

^elow the Light-house top. 

The Sun came up upon the left. 

Out of the Sea came he : 
And he shone bright^ and on the right 

Went down into the sea. 

Higher and higher every day. 
Till over the mast at noon-i— 
* The wedding-guest here beat his breast^ 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 

The Bride hath pac*d into the Hall, 

Red as a rose is she ^ 
Nodding their heads befiare her goes 

The merry Minstralsy. 
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The wedding-guest he beat his breast. 
Yet he cannot chuse but hear : 

And thus spake oh that ancient Man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 

But now the Northwind came more £erce> 
There came a Tempest strong \ 

And Southward still for days and weeks 
Like ChaiFwe drove along. 

And now there came both Mist and Snow, 

And it grew wond'rous cold j 
And Ice roast-high came floating by 

As green as Emerald. 

And thro' the drifts the snowy clifts 

Did send a dismal sheen ; 
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— ' 

The Ice was all between. 



149 

The Ice was here, the Ice was there. 

The Ice was all around : 
It crack'd and growFd, and roar*d and howl'd^-* 

A wild and ceaseless sound. . 

At length did cross an Albatross, 

Thorough the Fog it came } 
As if it had been a Christian Soul, 

We hail*d it in God*s name* 

The Mariners gave it biscuit-worms. 

And round and round it flew : 
The Ice did split with a Thunder-fit ; 

The Helmsman steer *d us thro*. 

And a good south wind sprung up behind^ 

The Albatross did follow ^ 
And every day for food or play 

Came to the Mariner*s hollo ! 
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In mist or cloDd on mast or shroud 

It perch*d for vespers nine, « 
Whiles aB the night thro* fog-smoke white 

Glimmer'd the white moon-shine. 

" God save thee> ancient Mariner ! 
'' From the fiends that plague thee thus-— 
Why look*st thou so ?— with my cross bow 
I shot the Albatross. 



ti 
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11. 



The Siin now rose upon the rights 

Out of the Sea came he 5 
Still hid in mist 3 and on the left 

Went down into the Sea. 

And the good sontli wind still blew behind. 

But no sweet Bird did follow 
Nor any day for food or play 

Came to the Mariner's hollo ! 

And I had done an hellish thing 

And it would work 'em wge : 
For all averr'd^ I had killed the Bird 

That made the Breeze to blow. 
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Nor dim nor red, like an Angel's head. 

The glorious Sun uprist : 
Then all averr'd, I had kiU'd the Bird 

That brought the fog and mist. 
Twas right, said they, such bu-ds to slay 

That bring the fog and mist. 



The breezes blew, the white foam flew. 

The furrow foUow'd free : 
We were the first that ever burst 

Into that silent sea. 



Down dropt the breeze, the Sails dropt down, 

*Twas sad as sad could be. 
And we did speak only to break 

The silence of the Sea. 
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All in a hot and copper sky 

The bloody sun at noon^ 
Right up above the mast did standi 

No bigger than the moon. 

Day after day^ day after day> 
We stacks nor breath nor motion^ 

As. idle as a painted Ship 
Upon a painted Ocean, 

Water, water, every where. 
And all the boards did shrink) 

Water, water, everywhere. 
Nor any drop to drink. 

The very deeps did rot : O Christ ! 

That ever this should be ! 
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 

Upon the slimy Sea, 
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About, about, in reel and rout 

The Death-fires danc*d at night j 
The water^ like a witch's oils> 

Burnt green and blue and white. 

■ 
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And some in dreams assoied were 

Of the Spirit that plagued us so: | 

Nine fathom deep he had follow'd us J 

From the Land of JMSst and Saow. 

And every tongue thio' utter drouth 

Was wither'd at the root 3 
We could not speak no more than if 

We had been choked with soot. 

Ah weU-a<-da7 ! what evil looks 

Had I from old and young ; 
Instead of the Cross the Albatross 

About my neck was hung. 
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III. 



So past a weary tunc ; each throat 
Was parch'd, and glaz*d each eye^ 

When^ looking westward^ I beheld 
A something in the sky. 

At first it seem*d a little speck 
And then it seem'd a mist : 

It mov'd and mov*d^ and took at last 
A cortain shape^ I wist. 

A specks a mist^ a shape^ I wist ! 

And still it ner'd and ner*d ; 
And, as if it dodg*d a water-sprite. 

It plung'd and tack'd and veer*d. 
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With throat undack'd^ with black lips bak'd 

We could nor laugh nor wail 3 
Thro* utter drouth all dumb we stood 
Till I bit my arm and suck'd the bloody 

And cry*d^ A sail ! a sail ! 

With throat tinslack'd^ with black lips bakVi 

Agape they heard me call : 
Gramercy ! they for joy did grin 
And all at once their breath drew in 

As they were drinking alL 

See ! See \ (I cry*d) she tiacks no more ? 

Hither to work us weal 
Without a breeze, without a tide 

She steddies with upright keel ! 
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The western wave was all a flame« 
The day was well nigh done I 

Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun > 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 



And str^ the Sun was fleck*<} with bars 
(Heaven's Mother send us grace) 

As if thro* a dungeon grate he peer*d 
With broad and burning face. 



Alas ! (thought I^ and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she neres and neres ! 

Are those her Smls that glance in the Sun 
Like restless gossameres ? 
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Are those htr Ribs^ thro' which the Sun 

Did peer^ as thro* a grate > 
And are those two a]l^ all her crew> 

That Woman^ and her Mate ? 



His bones were black with many a crack> 

All black and bare^ I ween ; 
Jet-black 9^d bare^< $ave where with rust 
Of mouldy damp9 aad cbamel crost 

They were pateh*d with purple and grcea» 



Her lips were red, her looks were free> 

Hot locks w^fie ydlow as gold : 
Her skin was as white afl l^r()67> 
And she was far likcr Death than he ; 
Her flesh made the stall air cold* 
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The naked Hulk alongside came 
And the Twain were ]^\Byvog dice ; 

*' The Game is done I Fve woo, IVc won V* 
Quoth she> and whistled thrice. 



A gust of wind sterte up behind 

And whistled thro* his bones 5 
Thro* the hole of his eyes and the bole of his moaih 

Half whistles and half-^g^)sws. 

With never a whiaper in the Se9 

Off darts the Spectre-ship 3 
While clombe above the Eastern bar 
The homed M.oon> Tjykh one bright Star 

Almost between the tips. 
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One after one by the homed Moon 
(Listen^ O Stranger ! to me) 

Each tum'd his face with a ghastly pang 
And curs*d me with his ee. 



Four times fifty living men. 
With never a sigh or groan. 

With heavy thump, a lifeless lump 
They dropped -down one by one. 



Their souls did (torn their bodies £y/ 
They fled to bliss or woe -, 

And every soul it passed me by. 
Like the whiz of my Cross-bow, 
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IV. 



*' I fear thee, ancient Mariner ! 

'' I fear thy skinny hand j 
*' And thou art long and lank and brown 

^' As is the ribb*d Sea-sand. 

'^ I fear thee and thy glittering eye 

'' And thy skinny hand so browns- 
Fear not, fear not, thou wed^ng guest ! 
This body dropt not down. 

Alone, alone, all all alone. 
Alone on the wide wide Sea 5 

And Chnst would take no pity on 
My soul in agony. 

L 
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The many men so beanfiful, 

And they all dead did lie ! 
And a miUion million slimy things 

Liv'd on — and so did I. 

I look*d upon the rotting Sea, 

And drew my eyes away ; 
I looked upon the ghastly deck. 

And there the dead men lay. 

I looked to Heaven, and try*d to pray; 

But or ever a prayer had gusht, 
A wicked whisper came and made 

My heart as dry as dust. 

I clos*d my lids and kept them close. 

Till the balls like pulses beat 3 
For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 
Lay like a load on my weary eye. 

And the dead were at my feet. 
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The cold tweat melted from their limbs^ 

Nor rot, nor reck did they; 
The look with which th^ look'd on me. 

Had never pass'd away. 

An orphan*s curse would drag to Hell 

A spirit from on Iiigh : 
But O ! more horrible than that 

Is the curse in adead man*s eye ! 
Seven days, seven nights I saw that curse. 

And yet I could not die. 

The moving Moon went up the sky 

And no where did abide : 
Softly she was going up 

And a star or two beside— ' 
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Her beams bemock'd the sultry main 

like April hoar-frost spread 5 
But where the Ship*8 huge shadow lay. 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 

Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watch*d the water-snakes : 

They mov*d in tracks of shining white ; 

And when they rear*d^ the el£sh light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 

Within the shadow of the ship 

I watched their rich attire ; 
Blue^ glossy green, and velvet black 
They coil'd and swam -, and every track 

Was a flash of golden Are. 
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O- happy living things ! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare : 

A spring of love gusht from my heart. 
And I bless'd them unaware ! 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me^ 
And I bless*d them unaware. 

The self-same moment I could pray 5 
And from my neck so free 

The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea. 
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sleeps it is a gentle thing 
Belov'd from pole to pole I 

To Mary-queen the praise be given 
She sent the gentle sleep from heaven 
That slid into my soul. 

The silly buckets on the deck 
That had so long remained, 

1 dreamt that they were fill'd with dew 
And when I awoke it rain*d. 

My lips were wet, my throat was cold. 
My garments all were dank j 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams 
And still my body drank. 
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I mov*d and could not feel my limbs, 

I was so light, almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep. 

And was a blessed Ghost. 

And soon I heard a roaring wind. 

It did not come anear ; 
But with its sound it shook the sails ' 

That were ao* thin and sere. 

The upper air burst into life 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen 
To and fro they were hurried about \ 
And to and fro, and in and out 

The wan stars danc*d between. 

And the coming wind did roar more loud \ 

And the sails did sigh like sedge : 
And the rain pour'd down firom one black cloud 

The moon was at its edge. 
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The thick black doud was defl^ and still 

The Moon was at its side : 
Like waters shot from some high crag. 
The lightning fell with never a jag 

A river steep and wide. 

The loud wind never reach'd the Ship, 

Yet now the Ship mov'd on ! 
Beneath the lightning and the moon 

The dead men gave a groan. 

They groan' d, they stirr'd, they all uprose^ 
Nor spake^ nor mov'd their eyes : 

It had been strange, even in a dream 
To have seen those dead men rise. 

The helmsman steer* d, the ship mov*d on ; 

Yet never a breeze up-blew 5 
The Mariners all *gan work the ropes. 

Where they were wont to do : 
They raised their limbs like lifeless took— 

We were a ghastly crew. 
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The body of ray brotber*s son 

Stood by me knee to knee : 
The body and I puU'd at one rope^ 

fint he said nou^ to me. 

'' I fear thee^ ancient Mariner !*' 

Be calm^ thou wedding guest I 
Twas not those souls, that fled in pain^ 
Which to their corses came again^ 

But a troop of Spirits blest : 

For when it dawn'd — ^they dropp*d their arms^ 

And cluster*d round the mast : 
Sweet sounds rose slowly thro* their mouths 

And from their bodies pass*d. 

Around, around, flew each sweet sounds 

Then darted to the sun : 
Slowly the sounds came back again 

Now mix'd, now one by one. 
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Sometimes a dropping from the sky 

I heard the Skyrlark fiiog ; 
Sometimes all little birds that are 
Ho^ they seem*d tp fill the sea and air 

With their sweet jaigoning. 

And now 'twas like all instruments. 

Now like a lonely flute ; 
And now it is an angel*s song 

That makes the heavens be mute. 

It ceas*d : yet still the sails made on 

A pleasant noise till noon^ 
A noise like of a hidden bpook 

In the leafy month of June^ 
That to the sleeping woods all night 

Singeth a qiuet tune. 
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Till noon we silently sail'd on 
Yet never a breeze did breathe : 

Slowly and smoothly went the Ship 
Mov*d onward from beneath. 

Under the keel nine fathom deep 
From the land of mist and snow 

The spirit slid : and it was He 
That made the Ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off $heir t^ne 
And the Ship stood still also. 

The sun right up above the mast 

Had fix*d her to the ocean : 
But in a minute she 'gan stir 

With a short uneasy motion- 
Backwards and forw^ds half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 
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Then, like a pawing horse let go. 

She made a sudden bound : 
It flung the blood into my head. 

And I fell into a swound. 

tiow long in that same flt I lay, 

I have not to declare ; 
But ere my living life retum'd, 
I heard and in my soul discem'd 

Two voices in the air. 

*' Is it he ?" quoth one, " Is this the man ? 

*^ By him who died on cross, 
*' With his cruel bow he lay'd full low 

'' The harmless Albatross. 

" The spirit who 'bideth by himself 
*^ In the land of mist and snow, 

" He lov'd the bird that lov'd the man 
" Who shot him with his bow." 
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The other was a softer voice. 

As soft as honey-dew : 
Quoth he the man hath penance done> 
And penance more will do. 
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First Voice. 

•' But tell me, tell me ! speakagain, ^ 

*' Thy soft response renewing — 
^< What makes that ship drive on so &st ? f 

^* What is the Ocean doing ? 

Second Voice. 

** Still as a Slave before his Lord, 

'^ The Ocean hath no blast : 
^' His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the moon is cast— - 
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If he may know which way to go, 
" For she guides him smooth or grim. 
See, brother, see ! how graciously 
" She looketh do#n on him. 



FlKBT VoiCB. 

'* But why drives on that ship so fast 
'* Without or wave or wind ? 

Second Voice. 
^' The air is cut away before, 
'* And closes from behind. 



'' Fly, brother, fly ! more high, more high, 

'' Or we shall be belated : 
** For slow and slow that ship will go, 

^' When the Mariner's trance is abated." 
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I woke^ and we were sailing on 

As in a gentle weather : 
*Twas nighty calm nighty the moon was high ^ 

The dead men stood together. 

All stood together on the deck. 

For a chamel-dungeon fitter ; 
All fix*d on me their ston7 eyes 

That in the moon did glitter. 

The pang, the curse, with which they died,. 

Had never pass*d away ; 
J could not draw my eyes from theirs 

Nor turn them up to pray. 

And now tlus spell was snapt : once more 

I view*d the ocean green. 
And looked far forth, yet little saw 

Of what had else been seen. 
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Like one^ that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread^ 

And havipg once turn'd rounds walks on 
And turns no more his head : 

Because he knows^ a frightfid fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 



But soon there breath*d a wind on me. 
Nor sound nor motion made : 

Its path was not upon the sea 
In ripple or in shade. 



It rais'd my hair, it fanned my cheek,. 

Like a meadow-gale of spring — 
It mingled strangely with my fears. 

Yet it felt like a welcoming. 
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SwifUjj swifUy flew the ship 
Yet she sail'd sofUy too : 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze- 
On me alone it blew. 

O dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The light-house top J see ? 

Is this the Hill ? Is this the Kirk ? 
Is this mine own countr6e ? 

We drifted o'er the Harbour-bar, 
And I with sobs did pray — 

** O let me be awake, my God ! 
" Or let me sleep alway." 

Tiie harbour-bay was dear as glass^ 
So smoothly it was strewn ! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay. 
And the shadow of the moon. 



Hie rock shone bright, the kii'k no less 
That stands above the rock : 

The moonlight steep'd in silentness 
The steady weathercock. 

And the bay was white with s3ent light. 

Till rising from the same 
Full many shapes, that shadows were. 

In crimson colom's came. 

A little distance from the prow • 
Those crimson shadows were : 

I tum*d my eyes upon the deck — 
O Christ ! what saw I there ? 

Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat ; 

And by the Holy rood 
A man all light, a seraph-man. 

On every ccarse there stood. 
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This seraph-bandj each waV^id his hand': 

It was a heavenly sight : 
They stcxxl as signals to the land^ 

Each one a lovely light : 

This seraph-band^ each wav*d his hand^ 
No voice did they impart — 

No voice 5 but O ! the sileAce sank^ 
Like music on my heart. 

But soon I heard the dash of oars^ 

I heard the pilot's cheer : 
My head was tum'd perforce away 

And I saw a boat appear. 

The pilot, and the pilot's boy 

I heard them coming fast : 
Dear Lord in Heaven * it was a joy, 

^he dead men could not blast. 
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I saw a third— -I heard his voice : 

It 18 the Hermit good ! 
He singeth load his godly h3rmn8 

That he makes in the wood. 
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away 

The Albatross's blood. 
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This Hermit good lives in tliat wood 

Which slopes down to the Sea. 
How loudly his sweet voice he rears I 
He loves to talk with Mariners 
That come firom a far countre6. 



He kneels at mom and noon and eve- 
He hath a cushion plump : 

It is the moss that wholly hides 
The rotted old Oak-stump. 
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The SkifF-boat ner*d : I heard them talk^ 
" Why, this is strange, I trow ! 

'* Where are those lights so many and &ir 
*' That signal made but now ? 

" Strange, by my faith ! the Hermit said— 
'' And they answer*d not our.cheer. 

'' The planks look warped, and see those sails 
*' How thin they ^re and sere J 

" I never saw aught like to them 
^' Unless perchance it were 
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The skeletons of leaves that lag 

" My forest brook along : 

When the Ivy-tod is heavy with snow. 

And the Owlet whoops to the wolf below 

" That eats the she-wolf's young." 
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•' Dear Lord ! it has a fiendish look— 

(The Pilot made reply) 
•* I am a-fear'd." — " Push on, push on ! 

Said the Hermit cheerily. 

The Boat came closer to the Ship, 

But I nor spake nor stirr'd I 
The Boat came dose beneath the Ship, 

And strait a sound was heard ! 

Under the water it rumbled on. 

Still louder and more dread : 
It readied the Ship, it split the bay 5 

The Ship went down like lead. 



Stunned by that loud and dreadful sounds 

Which sky* and ocean smote : 
Like one that hath been seven days drown*d 

My body lay afloat : 
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But^ swift as dreams^ myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 

Upon the whirl, where sank the Ship, 
The boat spun round and round , 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 

I mov*d my lips : the Pilot shriek'd 

And fell down in a fit. 
The Holy Hermit rais*d his eyes 

And pray*d where he did sit. 

I took the oars : the Pilot's boy. 

Who now doth crazy go, 
Laugh'd loud and long, and all the while 

His eyes went to and fro, 
♦' Ha ! ha I" quoth he—" full plain I see, 

*' The devil knows how to tow." 
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And now all in mine own Coiuitr6e 

I stood on the finn land ! 
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat;, 

And scarcely he coold stand. 

" O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy Man I" 
The Hermit crossed his brow— 

'* Say quick," quoth he, I bid thee say 
" What manner man art thou V* 

Forthwith this frame of mind was wrench'd 

With a woeful agony. 
Which forc*d me to begin my tale 

And then it left me free. 

Since then at an uncertain hour. 

That agony returns 3 
And till my ghastly tale is told 

This heart within me bums. 
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I pass^ like nighty from land to land ; 

I have strange power of speech j 
The moment that tus face I see 
I know the man that must hear me j 

To him my tale I teach. 

What loud uproar bursts from that door ! 

The Wedding-guests are there ; 
But in the Garden-bower the Bride 

And Bride-maids singing are 5 
And hark the little Vesper-bell 

Which biddeth me to prayer. 

O Wedding-guest ! this soul hath been 

Alone on a wide wide sea : 
So Iqnely *twas> that God himsdf 

Scarce seemed there to be. 
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O sweeter than the Marriage-feast^ 

Tis sweeter far to me 
To walk together to the Kurk 

With a goodly company. 

To walk together to the Kirk 

And all together pray^ 
While each to his great father bends^ 
Old men^ and babes^ and loving friends^ 

And Youths, and Maidens gay. 

Farewell, farewell ! but this I tell 
To thee, thou wedding-guest ! 

He prayeth well who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 

He prayeth best who loveth best 
All things both great and small : 

For the dear God, who loveth us. 
He made and loveth all. 
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The Mariner, whose eye is bright. 
Whose beard with age is hoar^ 

Is gone 3 and now the wedding-guest 
Tum*d £rom the bridegroom's door. 

He went, like one that hath been stunn*d 

And is of sense forlorn : 
A sadder and a wiser man 

He rose the morrow morn. 
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LINES 

Wrltttn a few mUes ahwe TINTEBN ABBEYy on revhitlng 

the banks of the WYE during a Tour^ 

July IS, 1708, 



five years have passed; five summers, with the length 

Of five long winters ! and again I hear 

These waters, rolling from their OLOuntain-springs 

With a sweet inland murmur.^ — Once again 

Do I behold these steep and lofty clifis. 

Which on a wild secluded scene impress 

Thoughts of more deep seclusion ; and conned 

The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 

The day is come when I again repose 

Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 

These plots of cottage ground, these orchard-tufts, 

• The river is not afie6lcd by the tides a few miles 
above Tintem* 
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Whlch^ at this season^ with their unripe fruits^ 
Are clad in one green hue^ and lose themselves 
Among the woods and copses^ nor disturb 
The wild green landscape. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild 3 these pastoral farms 
Green to the very door 5 and wreathes of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees. 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem. 
Of vagrant Dwellers in the houseless woods. 
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire 
The Hermit sits alone. 

Though absent long. 
These forms of beauty have not been to me. 
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye : 
But oft, in lonely, rooms, and mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them. 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Kelt in the blood, and felt along the heart. 
And passing even into my purer mind. 
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With ti^tiquil restoration- : — feelings too 

Of unremembered pleasure : such, perhaps. 

As may have had no trivial influence 

On that best portion of a good man*s life 5 

His little, nameless, unremembered acts 

Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,. 

To them I may have owed another gift> 

Of aspect more sublime 5 that blessed mood,. 

In which the burthen of the mystery. 

In which the heavy and the weary weight 

Of all this unintelligible world 

Is lighten*d : — that serene and blessed mood. 

In which the affections gently lead us on. 

Until, the breath of this coiporeal frame. 

And even the inotion of our human blood 

Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 

In body, and become a living soul : 

While with an eye made quiet by the power 

Of harmony, and the deep power of joy„ 

"We see into the life of things. 
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If tlii» 

Be but a vain belief^ yet^ oh ! how oft^ 
In darkness^ and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless day-light ; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable^ and the fever of the worlds 
Have hung upon the beatings of my hearty 
How oft^ in spirit^ have I turned to thee 
O sylvan Wye ! Thou wanderer through the woods. 
How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now, with gleams of half-extinguiish*d thoitght. 
With many recognitions dim and faint. 
And somewhat of a sad perplexity. 
The picture of the mind revives again : 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For future years. And so I dare to hope 
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was^ when 
first 
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I came among these hills ; when like a roe 
I bouoded o*er the mountains^ by the sides 
Of the deep rivers^ and the lonely streams^ 
Wherever nature led : more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days. 
And their glad animal movements all gone by«) 
To me was all in all.— I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock. 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood. 
Their colours and th^ forms, were then to me 
An appetite : a feeling and a love. 
That had no need of a remoter charm. 
By thought supplied, or any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye.— That time is past. 
And all its aching joys are now no more; 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
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Faint I^ nor mourn nor murmur; ofher gifb 

Have followed, for such loss, I would bdieve. 

Abundant recompence. For I have learned 

To look on nature, not as ia the hour 

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes 

The still, sad mu^c of humanity. 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of an^e power 

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 

A presence that disturbs mc ^»th the joy 

Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 

Of something far more deeply interfused. 

Whose dwdling is the light of setting suns. 

And the round ocean, and the hving air. 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man, 

A motion and a spirit, that in]f>e]s 

All thinking things, all ol^ts of all thoi^t^ 

And rolls through all things. Thenefore am I stili 

A lover of the meadows and the woods. 

And mountains } and of all that ws behold 
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From this greea earth ; of all the oai^ty world 
Of eye and ear, both what they hatf create,* 
And what perceive 5 well pleased to recognize 
In nature and the language of the sense. 
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse. 
The guide, the guardian of xd^ heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. 

Nor, perchance. 
If I were not thus taught, should J the more 
Suffer my genial spisits to decay : 
For thou art with DEie, heie, i^n the banks 
Of this fair river 5 thou, my dearest Fdend, 
My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart, and read 



* This line has a dose resemblance to ao atdmitable 
line of Young, the exact expression of which I cannot 
recollect. 



My fimner pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes . Oh ! yet a little while 
May I behold in thee what I was once^ 
My dear, dear Sister ! And this prayer I make. 
Knowing that Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her -, 'tis .her privil^e. 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy : for she can so inform 
The mind that is within ns, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofly thoughts, that neither evil tongues. 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men. 
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 
The dreary intercourse of daily liie, , 
Shall e*er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our chearful l^th that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitaiy walk ; 
And let the misty mountain winds be free 
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To hloiw £^inst diee : and^ in after yeais. 

When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 

Into a sober pleasure^ when thy mind 

Shall be a mansion for aU lovdjr forms^ 

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies 3 Oh I then^ 

Ifsolitade^ orfear^ orpain^ orgrief^ 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 

Of tender joy wih thou remember me. 

And these my exhortations ! Nor, perchance. 

If I should be, where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 

Of past existence, wilt thou then forget 

That on the banks of this delightful stream 

We stood together 5 and that I^ so long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came. 

Unwearied in that service r rather say 

With warmer love, oh ! with far deeper zeal 

Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget. 
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That after masy^ wandmngB^ maDy7ean 
Of abseoce^ these 6te^ woodfi aod lofty difis> 
And this green pastoral landscape^ were to me 
More dear, botk far tbcmseivesj and for thy sake. 



NOTES. 



Note to Tu£ Thorn, p^35. — ^This Poem ought to have 
been preceded by an introductoiy Poem> which I have 
■been prevented from writing by never having felt myself 
in a mood when it was probable that I should write it well. 
— The character which I have here introduced speaking 
is sufficiently common. The Reader will perhaps have 
a general notion of it, if he has ever known a man, a Cap- 
tain of a small trading vessel, for eiample, who, being past 
the middle age of life, had retired upon an annuity or 
small independent income to some village or country town 
of which he was not a native, or in which he had not been 
accustomed to live. Such men having little to do become 
credulous and talkative from indolence ; and from the 
same cause, and other predisposing causes by which it is 
probable that such men may have been affected, they 
are prone to superstition. On which account it appeared 
to me proper to select a character like this to exhibit some 
of the general laws by which superstition acts upon the 
mind. Supen^itious men are almost always men of slow 
faculties and deep feelings ; thdr minds arc not loose but 
adhesive; they have a reasonable shareof imi^jftation; by 
which word I mean the faculty which produces impressive 
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NOTES/ 

effects out of simple elements ; but they are utterly desti- 
tute of fancy, the power by which pleasure and surprize 
art excited by sudden varieties of situation and by accu- 
mulated imagery. 

It was my wish in this poem to shew the manner in which 
such men cleave to the same ideas ; and to follow the turns 
of passion, always different, yet not palbably difiGbrent, by 
which their conversation is swayed. I had two objects to 
attain ; first, to represent a picture which should not be 
unimpressive yet consistent with the character that should 
describe it, secondly, while I adhered to the style in whfch 
$uch persons describe, to take care that words, which in 
their minds are impregnated with passion, should likewise 
convey passion to Readbrs who are not accustomed to 
sympathize with men feeling in that manner or using such 
language. It seemed to me that this might t>e done by 
calling in the assistance of Lyrical and rapid Metre. It 
was necessary that the Poem, to be natural, should in 
reality move slowly ; yet I hoped, that, by the aid of the 
Bietre, to those who should at all enter intp the spirit of the 
Poem, it would app^r to move quickly.. The Reader will 
have the kindness to excuse this note as I am sensible that 
an introd^actory Poem is necessary to give this Poem its 
full e0ect. 

Upon this occasion I will request permission to add a few 
words closely connected with Tub Thorn and many other 



Poems in these Volumes. There is a numeiwis class oi 
readers vho imagine that the same words cannot be repeated 
without tautology" : this Is a great error : virtual tautology 
is laucfa oftener produced by using different words when 
the meaning is exactly the same. Words, a Poet's words 
more particularly, ought to be weighed in the balance of 
Jeeling^ and not measuced by the space which they occupy 
upon paper. For the Reader cannot be too often re- 
minded that Poetry is passion : it is the history or science 
of feelings : now every man must know that an attempt is 
rarely made to ^communicate impassioned feelings without 
something of an accompanying consciousness of the inade- 
quateness of our own powers, or the deficieTM:ies of lan- 
guage. During such efforts there will be a craving in the 
mind, and as long as it is unsatisfied the Speaker will cling 
to the same words, or words of the same character. There 
are also varipus other reasons, why repetition and apparent 
tautology are frequently beauties of the highest kind. Among 
the chief of these reasons is the interest which the mind at- 
taches to words, not only as syntbok of the passion, but 
as thingSf active and efficient, which are of themselves 
part of the passion. And further, from a spirit of fond- 
ness, exultation, and gratitude, the mind luxuriates in 
the repetition of words which appear successfully to com- 
municate its feelings. The truth of these remarks might 
be shewn by innumerable ])assages from the Bible and 
from the impassioned poetry of every nation. 

*' Awake, awake Deborah : awake, awy^e, utter a song : 



MOTES. 

Arise Bank, and leid thy captivity captive^ thoa Son of 

Abinoam. 

At her feet lie bowed, he fell, he lay down : at her feet 

he bowed^ he fell ; where he bowed there he fell down 

dead. 

Why i> his Chariot so long in coming ? Why tarry the 

WheeU of his Chariot ?"— Judges, Chap. 6th. Verses' 13th, 

fl7th, and part of 38th. — See also the wholie of that 

tumultuoiis and wonderful Poem. 

Note to the Poem On rbvisiting the Wtb, p. IQI*— 
I have not ventured to call this Poem an Qde ; but it was 
written with a hope that in the transitions, and the im- 
passioned music of the versification, would be found the 
principal requisites of that species of composition. 



END OP VOL. I. 



ffRHrTED BT BIGGS AND COTTLK, CRANECOURT. 



r 







1 



